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PREFACE. 


Sacred  Song-  has  great  capacity  to  awaken  and  express  religious  feeling.  It  is 
adapted  to  the  emotional  nature  of  man,  especially  of  the  young,  who  are  peculiarly 
attracted  by  it,  and  susceptible  to  its  influences.  Hence  the  singing  of  psalms  and 
hymns  (often  formulas  of  direct  worship,  as  prayer  or  praise),  if  rightly  conducted,  be- 
comes one  of  the  most  important  exercises  of  the  Sabbath  School.  Generally  it  is,  in- 
deed, the  only  one  in  which  the  whole  school  are  enabled  vocally  to  unite  in  a  professed 
act  of  homage  to  God.  Properly  conducted,  the  singing  may,  with  God's  blessing,  be 
made  a  most  efficient  means  of  religious  good ;  but  otherwise  it  may  (alas  !  we  fear  it 
often  does)  become  a  serious  hinderance,  diverting  the  mind  from  religious  thought, 
and  a  source  of  much  evil. 

One  of  the  most  important  circumstances  connected  with  this  subject,  undoubtedly, 
is  the  selection  of  hymns  and  tunes,  and  it  is  with  especial  reference  to  this  point  that 
this  little  book  has  been  prepared. 

At  first,  the  hymns  and  tunes  in  Sabbath  Schools  were  the  same  as  those  used  in 
the  regular  church  service,  or  at  the  less  formal  evening  meetings,  and  such  hymns  and 
tunes  as  were  generally  found  to  be  most  useful  to  the  people  were  sung  by  the  children 
with  entire  success.  It  has,  however,  been  a  fault  in  the  singing  of  many  of  the  favorite 
old  tunes,  that  the  movement  has  been  much  too  slow,  and  hasled  to  a  drawling,  spirit- 
less, and  unmeaning  manner.  Ic  is  not  surprising  that  "  The  Old  Hundredth,"  Dundee, 
and  similar  old  tunes,  always  in  themselves  good,  should,  imder  this  abusive  treatment, 
have  grown  heavy  and  tedious ;  it  is  rather  surprising  that,  athough  so  ill-used,  they  have 
so  well  retained  their  place  in  the  affections  of  the  people.  The  proper  movement  for 
tunes  of  the  rhythmic  character  of  "The  01:1  Hundredth,"  i.  e.  (with  the  exception  of 
the  initials  and  terminals  of  each  line),  in  tones  of  equal  length,  may  be  indicated  by  a 
pendulum  of  from  35  to  45  inches  long,  according  to  the  size  of  the  room  and  number 
of  persons  singing. 

Probably  it  was  in  a  large  measure  owing  to  the  bad  manner  of  singing,  that  a  ne- 
cessity seemed  to  arise  for  something  more  cheerful,  spirited,  and  interesting,  as  well 
for  general  as  for  children's  use.  And  certainly,  if  such  tunes  are  to  be  sung  in  the  slow 
and  tedious  manner  which  has  prevailed  for  many  years,  and  which  still,  to  a  great 
extent,  prevails,  the  necessity  for  a  more  appropriate  style  must  be  acknowledged. 
There  are  but  few  congregations,  where  this  has  not  been  deeply  felt.  "When  it 
became  apparent  that  a  change  was  needed,  the  more  cheerful  of  the  existing  church 
tunes  were  selected;  then,  as  the  next  step,  instead  of  doing  justice  to  the  old  tunes 
by  a  restoration  of  their  original  movement,  which  would  have  been  an  effectual 
remedy  for  the  existing  evil,  tunes  of  an  inferior  character  were  written  with  special 
reference  to  the  fancied  wants  of  children.  Another  step  in  the  wrong  direction  was, 
the  setting  of  some  of  the  less  objectionable  secular  melodies  to  sacred  words,  the  sure 
result  of  which  was  to  substitute  the  sensuous  for  the  spiritual,  or  to  draw  off  the  atten- 
tion from  the  hymn,  and  to  minister  alone  to  mere  musical  gratification  through  the 
tune  ;  and  so  this  movement  has  gone  downward  until  there  is  scarcely  any  common 
ballad  song  too  light  and  trivial,  too  uncouth  and  repulsive  to  good  taste,  or  too  inti- 
mately counectedwith  secular  words  and  associations,  to  find  a  place  in  Sabbath  School 
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song  books.  Thus  the  religious  end  of  the  singing  exercise  is  often  almost  wholly  ig- 
nored, and  song  is  made  a^mere  amusement,  positively  diverting  the  thoughts  from 
the  great  object  of  Sabbath  School  instruction.  The  evil  thus  introduced  is  great  in- 
deed ;  it  extends  through  life,  for  the  taste,  ideas,  and  habits  formed  in  childhood  arc 
not  easily  changed  in  riper  years.  Wrong  impressions  arc:  made  as  to  the  very  design 
of  song  in  church ;  the  distinction  between  that  which  has  for  its  object  the  mere  grati- 
fication of  the  outward  senses,  and  that  which  has  an  educational  purpose  in  the  devel- 
opment of  religious  character  and  life,  is  utterly  destroyed.  Is  it  strange  that,  under 
such  an  influence,  that  which  professes  to  be  the  song  service  of  the  church  should  de- 
generate into  a  mere  pastime,  most  unfavorable  to  all  religious  impression  ?  There 
are  thousands  already  who,  having  been  accustomed  to  such  employment  of  song  in 
the  Sabbath  School,  have  now  come  to  regard  it  (practically  at  least)  as  the  proper  one 
in  the  sanctuary. 

But  it  is  sometimes  said  that  children  do  not  like  the  lofty,  majestic,  soul-stirring 
tunes,  which  have  so  long  borne  heavenward  the  hearts  of  Christian  worshipers,  and 
that  the  "Old  Hundredth,"  and  other  like  tunes  are  too  rigid  and  severe  for  Sabbath 
Schools.  Now  it  may  be  remarked  here  (and  in  respect  to  the  whole  process  of  training 
up  a  child  in  the  way  he  should  go)  that  it  is  not  always  a  question  of  what  children  like 
best,  but  rather  of  lohat  is  best  for  children.  We  believe,  however,  and  not  without  some 
experience,  that  whether  a  hymn  or  a  tune  is  pleasing  to  children,  depends  essentially 
upon  the  training  which  they  have  received.  Trained,  as  most  children  have  been,  to  the 
jigs,  ditties,  negro  songs  (so'called)  and  silly  tunes  now  so  prevalent  in  Sabbath  Schools, 
it  is  not  surprising  if  they  should  not  at  once  appreciate  a  melody  appropriate  to  a  de- 
vout state  of  mind  or  to  an  act  of  worship.  But  it  needs  only  careful  observation  during 
the  singing  of  one  of  these  objectionable  tunes,  to  be  convinced  that  the  emotions  excited 
or  expressed  are  as  far  from  the  religious,  as  is  the  tune  from  an  appropriate  religious 
expression.  Let  a  proper  religious  feeling  be  first  excited  in  a  Sabbath  School,  let  it 
be,  for  example,  a  strong  desire  that  the  name  of  the  Lord  Jehovah  may  be  exalted,  and 
that  throughout  the  whole  earth  His  glory  may  be  so  displayed,  that  obedience  to  Him 
should  be  as  universal  and  as  pure  as  in  heaven  itself,  we  say  let  this  impression  be 
made,  and  then  see  how  every  one,  even  a  little  child,  will  engage  in  the  well-known 
song,  both  hymn  and  tune, 

"  Be  thou,  O  God,  exalted  high, 
And  as  thy  glory  fiUs  the  sky, 
So  let  it  be  on  earth  displayed, 
Till  thou  art  here  as  there  obeyed." 

When  children  do  not  like  these  tunes  of  which  we  speak,  so  appropriate  to  religious, 
worship,  the  cause  lies  deeper  than  is  to  be  found  in  the  mere  outside  tune  or  form  of 
expression ;  and  if  careful  observation  be  made,  it  will  be  ascertained  that  there  is  always 
a  want  of  the  thing  the  reality  of  which  is  to  be  expressed.  Unless  religious  truth  is  so 
brought  before  a  Sabbath  School  as  to  be  felt,  there  can  be  no  proper  expression  of  it  in 
song,  and,  without  this,  there  can  be  no  proper  song-service  either  in  the  Sabbath  School 
or  in  the  church.  Unless  children  or  adults  are  interested  in  religion  itself,  or  in  the  Lord 
Himself,  they  can  not  be  interested  in  the  outward  song  expression  of  religious  feeling, 
or  in  the  praises  of  the  Lord  ;  and  now  shall  we  seek  for  a  remedy  in  the  tunc,  and  strive 
to  awaken  a  musical  instead  of  a  religious  interest  ?  An  interest  in  the  tune  instead  of 
an  interest  in  the  Divixe  Word  ?  What  is  this  but  a  manifest  breach  of  the  command, 
"  Thou  shalt  have  no  other  gods  before  me  ?"  Thus  are  idols  set  up  in  Christian  places 
of  worship,  not  indeed  of  wood  or  stone,  but  of  fancy,  taste,  or  of  musical  delight.  Oh, 
that  teachers  might  not  mistake,  either  in  their  pupils  or  in  themselves,  the  mere  excit- 
ing and  pleasurable  effects  of  song,  for  that  spiritual  heart-service  which  is  required  of 
the  true  worshiper ! 

It  has  been  often  said  that  Sabbath  Schools  are  the  nurseries  of  the  church.  Assur- 
edly they  are  so  when  properly  conducted,  and  in  respect  to  nothing  else  are  they 
more  so  than  to  the  "  service  of  song."    There  is,  at  the  present  day,  in  many  places", 
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a  turning  toward  the  primitive  method  of  church  song,  and  it  is  beginning  to  be  felt 
again  that,  if  truly  religious,  such  a  method  must  employ  the  whole  people.  "Kings 
of  the  earth  and  all  people;  princes  and  judges  of  the  world;  young  men  and  maidens, 
old  men  and  children,"  must  "  praise  the  name  of  the  Lord."  The  importance  of  re- 
storing to  the  people  their  right  and  ability  to  participate  vocally  in  the  service  of  sonir, 
seems  to  be  extensively  felt,  and  there  is  much  inquiry  as  to  the  ways  and  means  of  do- 
ing this.  Here  i^.  one  of  the  most  efficient:  Let  the  children  be  taught  in  the  Sabbath 
School  to  use  and  love  the  hymns  and  tunes  used  in  the  great  congregation,  and  very 
much  will  be  done  toward  securing  good  congregational  singing.  Even  if  tbese  were 
somewhat  less  attractive,  and  the  others  (objectionable  class)  were  pure  and  correct 
in  their  influence,  it  would  be  well  worth  while  making  the  sacrifice  for  the  purpose 
of  preparing  the  children  to  take  a  part  in  the  general  song  service. 

Such  views  as  we  have  imperfectly  expressed,  have  led  to  the  preparation  of  this 
work,  which  is  designed  to  furnish,  at  a  very  low  price,  so  as  only  to  cover  the  expenses 
of  publication,  a  sufficient  variety  of  hymns  and  tunes  for  Sabbath  School  use.  Refer- 
ence has  also  been  had  to  the  wants  of  social  meetings  generally,  as  it  is  supposed  it 
may  often  be  convenient  to  use  the  book  on  such  occasions.  For  valuable  assistance, 
especially  in  the  work  of  selection,  grateful  acknowledgments  are  due  to  many  clergy- 
men and  others,  warm  friends  of  the  cause  of  Sabbath  Schools.  Only  the  melody  (tune 
proper)  has  been  given,  as  the  harmony  parts  are  rarely  wanted  in  Sabbath  Schools. 
Those  persons  who  desire  them,  however,  can  find  them  in  the  "  Sabbath  Hymn  and 
Tune  Book,"  from  which  these  selections  have  been  made,  and  with  which  this  work 
always  agrees,  both  in  hymns  and  tunes.  The  small  figures  in  brackets  above  each  hymn 
refer  to  the  number  of  the  hymn  and  the  paize  on  which  both  the  hymn  and  tune  may 
he  found  in  "  The  Sabbath  Hymn  and  Tune  Book." 

The  editors  of  the  "  Sabbath  Hymn  Book"  desire  to  express  their  thanks  to  the 
Publishers  of  that  work  for  their  willingness  to  furnish  this  little  book  at  the  mere  cost 
of  publishing  ;  they  believe  that  its  use  in  Sabbath  Schools  will  be  conducive,  in  a  high 
degree,  to  the  propter  use  of  the  singing  service  in  their  instruction,  and  to  the  "  service 
of  song  in  the  house  of  the  Lord,"  and  they  ask  for  it  the  favor  of  Pastors,  Superin- 
tendents, and  Teachers. 

Edwards  A.  Park. 

Austin  Phelps. 

Francis  TV  a  yl  and. 

Lowell  Mason. 
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In  order  to  bring  the  Sabbath  School  Hymn  axd  Tune  Book  within  the  means 
of  all,  and  with  the  desire  of  attaining  as  extended  circulation  as  possible,  arrangements 
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Oh,  give  to  us  daily 
Our  portion  of  bread: 
It  is  from  thv  bounty 
That  all  must  be  fed. 

2  Forgive  our  transgressions, 
And  teach  us  to  know 
That  humble  compassion 
"Which  pardons  each  foe ; 
Keep  us  from  temptation, 
From  evil  and  sin, 
And  thine  be  the  glory 
For  ever!     Amen! 


1.  [P.  858,  II.  1.] 

1  Our  Father,  God,  who  art  in  heaven, 
All  hallowed  be  thy  name  ! 

Thy  kingdom  come  ;  thy  will  be  done, 
In  earth  and  heaven  the  same ! 

2  Give  us,  this  day,  our  daily  bread ; 
And,  as  we  those  forgive 

"Who  sin  against  us,  so  may  we 
Forgiving  grace  receive. 

3  Into  temptation  lead  us  not-, 
From  evil  set  us  free ; 

And  thine  the  kingdom,  thine  the  power 
And  glory,  ever  be. 


BATES. 


[I\  323,  H.  8  ] 

Our  Father  in  heaven, 
"We  hallow  thy  name ! 
May  thy  kingdom  holy 
On  earth  be  the  same  f 
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O.  [P.  277,  H.  6.J 

1  My  God,  accept  my  early  vows, 
Like  morning  incense  in  thy  house ; 
And  let  my  nightly  worship  rise 
Sweet  as  the  evening  sacrifice. 

2  Watch  o'er  my  lips,  and  guard  them,Lord, 
From  every  rash  and  heedless  word : 
Nor  let  my  feet  incline  to  tread 

The  guilty  path  where  sinners  lead. 

3  Oh,  may  the  righteous,  when  I  stray, 
Smite  and  reprove  my  wandering  way! 
Their  gentle  words,  like  ointment  shed, 
Shall  never  bruise,  but  cheer  my  head. 

4  When  I  behold  them  pressed  with  grief, 
I'll  cry  to  heaven  for  their  relief; 
And,  by  my  warm  petitions,  prove 
How  much  I  prize  their  faithful  love. 
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4  To  songs  of  praise  and  joy, 
Be  every  Sabbath  given, 
That  such  may  be  our  blest  employ 
Eternally  in  heaven. 


SWAINE.      H.  M. 
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[P.  147,  IL  10.] 


1  Forth  from  the  dark  and  stormy  sky, 
Lord,  to  thine  altar's  shade  -\ve  fly ; 
Forth  from  the  world,  its  hope  and  fear, 
Father,  we  seek  thy  shelter  here  ; 
Weary  and  weak,  thy  grace  we  pray 
Turn  not,  O  Lord !  thy  guests  away. 

2  Long  have  we  roamed  in  want  and  pain 
Long  have  we  sought  thy  rest  in  vain  ; 
Wildered  in  doubt,  in  darkness  lost, 
Long  have  our  souls  been  tempest-tossed 
Low  at  thy  feet  our  sins  we  lay  ; 
Turn  not,  O  Lord!  thy  guests  away. 
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5.  [P.  22,  H.  12,] 

1  Sweet  is  the  work,  O  Lord, 
Thy  glorious  acts  to  sing, 

To  praise  thy  name,  and  hear  thy  word, 
And  grateful  offerings  bring. 

2  Sweet,  at  the  dawning  light, 
Thy  boundless  love  to  tell ; 

And  when  approach  the  shades  of  night, 
Still  on  the  theme  to  dwell. 

3  Sweet,  on  this  day  of  rest, 
To  join  in  heart  and  voice 

With  those  who  love  and  serve  thee  best, 
And  in  thy  name  rejoice. 


1  Lord  of  the  worlds  above, 
How  pleasant  and  how  fair, 
The  dwellings  of  thy  love, 
Thine  earthly  temples  are  ! 

To  thine  abode  I  With  warm  desires, 

My  heart  aspires,       |  To  see  my  God. 

2  Oh,  happy  souls  that  pray 
Where  God  appoints  to  hear! 
Oh,  happy  men  that  pay 
Their  constant  service  there ! 

They  praise  thee  still;  I  Who  love  the  way 
And*  happy  they  |  To  Zion's  hill. 

3  They  go  from  strength  to  strength, 
Through  this  dark  vale  of  tears, 
Till  each  arrives  at  length, 

Till  each  in  heaven  appears. 
Oh,  glorious  seat,        I  Shall  thither  bring 
When  God  our  King  |  Our  willing  feet ! 

4  The  Lord  his  people  loves  ; 
His  hand  no  good  withholds 
From  those  his  heart  approves, 
From  pure  and  upright  souls. 

Thrice  happy  he         I  Whose  spirit  trusts 
O  God  of  hosts,         I  Alone  in  thee  ! 


WORSHIP    IN    GENERAL. 
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7.  [P.  38T,  H.  24.] 

1  Sweet  the  time,  exceeding  sweet ! 
"When  the  saints  together  meet, 
When  the  Saviour  is  the  theme, 
When  they  joy  to  sing  of  him. 

2  Sing  we  then  eternal  love, 
Such  as  did  the  Father  move  : 
He  beheld  the  "world  undone, 
Loved  the  world,  and  gave  his  Son. 

3  Sing  the  Son's  amazing  love ; 
How  he  left  the  realms  above, 
Took  our  nature  and  our  place, 
Lived  and  died  to  save  our  race. 

4  Sing  we,  too,  the  Spirit's  love  ; 
With  our  stubborn  hearts  he  strove, 
Filled  our  minds  with  grief  and  fear, 
Brought  the  precious  Saviour  near. 

5  Sweet  the  place,  exceeding  sweet, 
Where  the  saints  in  glory  "meet ; 
Where  the  Saviour's  still  the  theme 
WThere  they  see  and  sing  of  him. 


Exult  in  his  presence  with  music  and 
mirth, 

With  love  and  devotion  draw  near. 

2  The  Lord  he  is  God,  and  Jehovah  alone, 
Creator  and  Ruler  o'er  all ; 
And  wo  are  his  people,  his  scepter  we 

own, — 
His  sheep,  and  we  follow  his  call. 

j  3  Oh,  enter  his  gates  with  thanksgiving 

and  song ; 
Your  vows  in  liis  temple  proclaim  : 
His  praise  with  melodious  accordance 

prolong, 
And  bless  his  adorable  name. 

4  For  good  is  the  Lord,  ever  gracious  and 
good, 
And  we  are  the  work  of  his  hand ; 
His  mercy  and  truth  from  eternity  stood, 
And  shall  to  eternity  stand. 


BRIGHTON.      S.  M. 
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O.  [P.  TS,  II.  35.] 

1  Be  joyful  in  God,  all  ye  lands  of  the 
earth; 
Oh,  serve  him  with  gladness  and  fear : 


'J.  [P.  374,  II.  36,] 

1  Come,  sound  his  praise  abroad, 
And  hymns  of  glory  sing ; 
Jehovah  is  the  sovereign  God, 
The  universal  King. 

2  He  formed  the  deeps  unknown  ; 
He  gave  the  seas  their  bound ; 
The  watery  worlds  are  all  his  own, 
And  all  the  solid  ground. 

3  Come,  worship  at  his  throne, 
Come,  bow  before  the  Lord : 

We  are  his  -work,  and  not  our  own ; 
He  formed  us  by  his  word. 

4  To-day  attend  his  voice, 
Nor  dare  provoke  his  rod ; 
Come,  like  the  people  of  his  choice, 
And  own  your  gracious  God. 


MORNING    #OKSHIP. 


NORMAN.       6s  &  4s, 


10. 


[P.  400,  II.  39.] 


1  Praise  ye  Jehovah's  name, 
Praise  through  his  courts  proclaim ; 

Rise  and  adore  : 
High  o'er  the  heavens  above 
Sound  his  great  acts  of  love, 
While  his  rich  grace  we  prove, 

Vast  as  his  power. 

2  "Now  let  the  trumpet  raise 
Sounds  of  triumphant  praise, 

Wide  as  his  fame : 
There  let  the  harp  be  found ; 
Organs,  with  solemn  sound, 
Roll  your  deep  notes  around, 

Filled  with  his  name. 

3  While  his  high  praise  }*e  sing, 
Strike  every  sounding  string ; 

Sweet  the  accord ! 
He  vital  breath  bestows  ; 
Let  every  breath  that  flows, 
His  noblest  fame  disclose  : 

Praise  ye  the  Lord. 


DEDHAM.      C.  M. 
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11.  [P.  SS,  H.  43.] 

1  Lord  !  in  the  morning  thou  shalt  hear 
My  voice  ascending  high  ; 

To  thee  will  I  direct  my  prayer, 
To  thee  lift  up  mine  eye ; 

2  Up  to  the  hills  where  Christ  is  gone, 
To  plead  for  all  his  saints, 
Presenting  at  his  Father's  throne 
Our  songs  and  our  complaints. 

3  Thou  art  a  God  before  whose  sight 
The  wicked  shall  not  stand ; 
Sinners  shall  ne'er  be  thy  delight, 
Nor  dwell  at  thy  right  hand. 

4  But  to  thy  house  will  I  resort, 
To  taste  thy  mercies  there ; 

I  will  frequent  thy  holy  court, 
And  worship  in  thy  fear. 

5  Oh,  may  thy  Spirit  guide  my  feet 
In  ways  of  righteousness  ! 
Make  every  path  of  duty  straight, 
And  plain  before  my  face. 
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"9          i 
[P.  209 

II.  50.] 

1 

1  Jesus,  Sun  of  righteousness, 
Brightest  beam  of  love  divine, 
With  the  early  morning  rays 
Do  thou  on  our  darkness  shine, 
And  dispel  with  purest  light 

All  our  night ! 

2  Like  the  sun's  reviving  ray, 
May  thy  love,  with  tender  glow, 
All  our  coldness  melt  away, 
Warm  and  cheer  us  forth  to  go  ; 
Gladlv  serve  thee  and  obey 

All  the  day ! 

3  Thou  our  only  Life  and  Guide  ! 
Never  leave  us  nor  forsake  : 

In  thy  light  may  we  abide 
Till  t'h'  eternal  morning  break  ; 
Moving  on  to  Zion's  hill 
Homeward  still ! 


MORNING    WORSHir. 


LIMA.      7s.     6  lines. 
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13.  [P.  136,  H.  55.] 

1  Safelt  through  another  week 
God  has  brought  us  on  our  way ; 
Let  us  now  a  blessing  seek, 
Waiting  in  his  courts  to-day : 
Day  of  all  the  week  the  best, 
Emblem  of  eternal  rest. 

2  While  we  pray  for  pardoning  grace, 
Through  the  dear  Redeemer's  name, 
Show  thy  reconciling  face  ; 

Take  away  our  sin  and  shame  : 
From  our  worldly  cares  set  free, 
May  we  rest  this  day  in  thee. 

3  Here  we  come,  thy  name  to  praise ; 
Let  us  feel  thy  presence  near; 
May  thy  glories  meet  our  eyes, 
While  we  in  thy  house  appear : 
Here  afford  us,  Lord,  a  taste 

Of  our  everlasting  feast. 

4  May  the  Gospel's  joyful  sound 
Conquer  sinners,  comfort  saints  ; 
Make  the  fruits  of  grace  abound  ; 
Bring  relief  for  all  complaints  : 
Thus  let  all  our  Sabbaths  prove, 
Till  we  rest  in  thee  above. 


OlfWELL.       10s. 
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ii. 


1  Again  the  day  returns  of  holy  rest, 
Which,  when  he  made  the  -world,  Jeho- 
vah blest ; 

When,  like  his  own,  he  bade  our  labors 

cease, 
And  all  be  piety,  and  all  be  peace. 

2  Let  us  devote  this  consecrated  day 

To  learn  his  will,  and  all  we  learn  obey; 
So  shall  he  hear,  when  fervently  we  raise 
Our  choral  harmony  in  hymns  of  praise. 

3  Father  in  heaven !   in  whom  our  hopes 

confide, 
Whose  power   defends  us,   and  whose 

precepts  guide ; 
In  life  our  Guardian,  and  in  death  our 

Friend ; 
Glory  supreme  be  thine,  till  time  shall 

end. 


WARS.     L.  M.    Double. 
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15.  [P.  288,  H.  61.] 

1  Another  six  days'  work  is  done ; 
Another  Sabbath  is  begun  : 
Return,  my  soul,  unto  thy  rest ; 
Enjoy  the  day  thy  God  hath  blest. 

2  Oh,  that  our  thoughts  and  thanks  mny 

rise, 
As  grateful  incense  to  the  skies  ! 
And  draw  from  heaven  that  calm  repose, 
Which  none  but  he  who  feels  it  knows ; 

3  That  heavenly  calm  within  the  breast! 
It  is  the  pledge  of  that  dear  rest 
Which  for  the  church  of  God  remains, — 
The  end  of  cares,  the  end  of  pains. 

•i  In  holy  duties  let  the  day, 
In  holy  pleasures  pass  away. 
How  sweet  a  Sabbath  thus'to  spend, 
In  hope  of  one  that  ne'er  shall  end! 
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EVENING    WORSHIP. 


ITALIAN  HYMN.      6s  &  4s. 
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16. 


[P.  144,  H.  63.] 


1  Father  of  love  and  power, 
Guard  thou  our  evening  hour, 

Shield  -with  thy  might : 
For  all  thy  care  this  day 
Our  grateful  thanks  we  pay, 
And  to  our  Father  pray, 

Bless  us  to-night. 

2  Jesus  Immanuel, 

Come  in  thy  love  to  dwell 

In  hearts  contrite : 
For  many  sins  we  grieve, 
But  we  thy  grace  receive, 
And  in  thy  word  believe ; 

Bless  us  to-night. 

3  Spirit  of  truth  and  love. 
Life-giving,  holv  Dove, 

Shed  forth  thy  Light ! 
Heal  every  sinners'smart, 
Still  every  throbbing  heart, 
And  thine  own  peace  impart ; 

Bless  us  to-nteht. 


117.  [P.  214,  H.  64.] 

I  1  I  love  to  steal,  awhile,  away 
From  every  cumbering  care, 
And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day 
In  humble,  grateful  prayer. 

2  I  love,  in  solitude,  to  shed 
The  penitential  tear 

And  all  his  promises  to  plead, 
Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 

3  I  love  to  think  on  mercies  past, 
And  future  good  implore  ; 

And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 
On  him  whom  I  adore. 

4  I  love,  by  faith,  to  take  a  view 
Of  brighter  scenes  in  heaven ; 

The  prospect  doth  my  strength  renew, 
While  here  by  tempests  driven. 

5  Thus,  when  life's  toilsome  day  is  o'er, 
May  its  departing  ray 

Be  calm  as  this  impressive  hour, 
And  lead  to  endless  day. 

CANON.      L.  M. 


OTTO.      O.  M. 
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18.  [P.  49,  II.  65.] 

1  Glory  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night, 
For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light : 
Keep  me,  oh,  keep  mc,  King  of  kings, 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  wings. 

2  Forgive  mc,  Lord !  through  thy  dear  Son, 
Thelll  which  1  this  day  have  done ; 
That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  thee, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

3  Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed ; 
Teach  me  to  die,  that  so  I  may 
Rise  glorious  at  thy  judgment  day. 

4  Be  thou  my  guardian  while  I  sleep, 
Thy  watchful  station  near  me  keep  ; 
My  heart  with  love  celestial  fill, 

And  guard  mc  from  th' approach  of  ill 


EVENING    WORSHIP. 


11 


5  Lord,  let  my  soul  for  ever  share 
The  bliss  of  thy  paternal  care ! 

"lis  heaven  on  earth,  'tis  heaven  above, 
To  see  thy  face,  and  sing  thy  love. 

6  Praise  God, from  whom  all  blessings  flow ; 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host' 
Praise  Father,  Son*  and  Holy  "Ghost. 

ANLEY.      8s  &  7s.     Double 

■> — i- 


20.  [P.  392,  n.  70.] 

1  Through  the  day  thy  love  has  spared  uj 
Now  we  lay  us  down  to  rest ; 
Through  the  silent  watches  guard  us, 
Let  no  foe  our  peace  molest : 

Jesus,  thou  our  guardian  be  ; 
Sweet  it  is  to  trust  in  thee. 

2  Pilgrims  here  on  earth,  and  strangers, 
Dwelling  in  the  midst  of  foes, 
Us  and  ours  preserve  from  dangers  ; 
In  thine  arms  may  we  repose ; 
And,  when  life's  short  day  is  past, 
Rest  with  thee  in  heaven  at  last. 


->» — ' p 

[P.  234,  II.  69.] 

1  Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing 
Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal : 

Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing ; 
Thou  canst  save,  and  thou  canst  heal. 

2  Though  destruction  walk  around  us, 
Though  the  arrow  near  us  fly, 
Angel-guards  from  thee  surround  us ; 
We  are  safe,  if  thou  art  nigh. 

S  Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary, 
Darkness  can  not  hide  from  thee  : 
Thou  art  he,  who,  never  weary, 
WTatcheth  where  thy  people  be. 

4  Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertakc  us, 
And  our  couch  become  our  tomb, 
May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  us, 
Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom. 

ALFORD.       8s,  7s  &  7s. 
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[P.  42,  H.  71  J 
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1  Thus  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on ; 
Thus  far  his  i^ower  prolongs  my  days  ; 
And  every  evening  shall  make  known 
Some  fresh  memorial  of  his  grace. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste, 
And  I,  perhaps,  am  near  my  home ; 
But  he  forgives  my  follies  past ; 

He  gives  me  strength  for  days  to  come. 

3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep ; 
Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head  ; 
While  well-appointed  angels  keep 
Their  watchful  stations  round  my  bed. 

4  Faith  in  thy  name  forbids  my  fear ; 
Oh,  may  thy  presence  ne'er  depart ! 
And  in  the  morning  make  me  hear 
The  love  and  kindness  of  thy  heart. 

5  Thus,when  the  night  of  death  shall  come, 
My  flesh  shall  rest  beneath  the  ground, 
And  wait  thy  voice  to  rouse  my  tomb, 
With  sweet  salvation  in  the  sound. 
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CLOSE    OF    WORSHir. 


ALVAN.       8s,  7s  &  4. 


GREENVILLE.      8s  &  6s.     Double, 
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1  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace  ; 
Let  us  each,  thy  love  possessing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace : 

Oh,  refresh  us, 
Traveling  through  this  wilderness  ! 

2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration, 
For  thy  Gospel's  joyful  sound ; 
May  the  fruits  of  thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound ; 

May  thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found. 


[P.  363,  II .  91.] 


1  Mat  the  grace  of  Christ  the  Saviour, 
And  the  Father's  boundless  love, 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor, 

Rest  upon  us  from  above. 

2  Thus  may  we  abide  in  union 
With  each  other  and  the  Lord, 
And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 
Jovs  which  earth  can  not  afford. 


ASTON.      7s. 
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23. 


[P.  49,  II.  87.] 


1  Dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing,  Lord; 
Help  us  to  feed  upon  thy  word  ; 
All  that  has  been  amiss,  forgive. 
And  let  thy  truth  within  us'livc. 

2  Though  we  are  guilty,  thou  art  good  : 
Wash  all  our  works  in  Jesus'  blood; 
Give  every  burdened  soul  release, 
And  bid  us  all  depart  in  peace. 


2-3.  [P.  33T,  n.  93.] 

1  Now  may  he,  who  from  the  dead 
Brought  the  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
Jesus  Christ,  our  King  and  Head, 
All  our  souls  in  safety  keep! 

2  May  he  teach  us  to  fulfill 
What  is  pleasing  in  his  sight ; 
Perfect  us  in  all  his  will, 

And  preserve  us  day  and  night ! 

3  Great  Redeemer!  thee  we  praise. 
Who  the  covenant  sealed  with  blood 
While  our  hearts  and  voice  raise 
Loud  thanksgivings  unto  God. 


PRAYER    AND    PRAISE    TO    GOD. 
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THE  OLD  100TH.      L.  M. 
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26.  [P.  30,  H.  96.] 

1  Thee  we  adore,  eternal  Lord ! 

We  praise  thy  name  with  one  accord  ; 
Thy  saints,  who  here  thy  goodness  see, 
Through  all  the  world  do  worship  thee. 

2  To  thee  aloud  all  angels  cry, 

The  heavens  and  all  the  powers  on  high : 
Thee,  holy,  holy,  holy  King, 
Lord  God  of  hosts,  they  ever  sing. 

3  Th'  apostles  join  the  glorious  throng ; 
The  prophets  swell  th1  immortal  song : 
The  martyrs'  noble  army  raise 
Eternal  anthems  to  thy  praise. 

4  From  day  to  day,  O  Lord,  do  we 
Highly  exalt  and  honor  thee  ! 
Thy  name  we  worship  and  adore, 
World  without  end,  for  evermore ! 

5  Vouchsafe,  O  Lord,  we  humbly  pray, 
To  keep  us  safe  from  sin  this  day  : 
Have  mercy,  Lord !  we  trust  in  thee ; 
Oh,  let  us  ne'er  confounded  be  ! 
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[P.  S4,  II.  99.] 


1  Praise  to  thee,  thou  great  Creator ! 
Praise  to  thee  from  every  tongue  : 
Join,  my  soul,  with  every  creature, 
Join  the  universal  song. 

2  Father,  Source  of  all  compassion, 
Pure,  unbounded  grace  is  thine  : 
Hail  the  God  of  our  salvation ! 
Praise  him  for  his  love  divine. 

3  For  ten  thousand  blessings  given, 
For  the  hope  of  future  joy, 

Sound  his  praise  thro'  earth  and  heaven, 
Sound  Jehovah's  praise  on  high. 

4  Joyfully  on  earth  adore  him, 
Till  in  heaven  our  song  we  raise ; 
There,  enraptured,  fall  before  him, 
Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 


BARTIMEUS.      8s  &  7s. 
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28.  [P.  172,  H.  101.] 

1  Worship,  honor,  glory,  blessing, 
Lord,  we  offer  to  thy  name ; 

Young  and  old,  their  thanks  expressing, 
Join  thy  goodness  to  proclaim  : 

2  As  the  hosts  of  heaven  adore  thee, 
We,  too,  bow  before  thy  throne ; 
As  the  angels  serve  before  thee, 
So  on  earth  thy  will  be  done. 
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PRAYER    AXD    PRAISE    TO    GOD. 


DEAL.      S.  M.    Double. 
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30.  [P.  so,  n.  10.3.] 

1  From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise ; 

Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung, 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord ; 
Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word  : 

Thy  praise  shall  sound"  from  shore  to 

shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more  ! 


GANGES.      C.  P.  M. 
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29. 


[P.  33,  H.  102.] 


1  Thy  name,  almighty  Lord, 

Shall  sound  through  distant  lands  : 
Great  is  thy  grace,  and  sure  thy  "word ; 
Thy  truth  for  ever  stands. 

2  Far  be  thine  honor  spread, 
And  long  thy  praise  endure, 

Till  morning  light  and  evening  shade 
Shall  be  exchanged  no  more 


THE  OLD  100TH.      L.  M. 
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31.  [P.  47,  H.  110.] 

1  Begin,  my  soul,  th'  exalted  lay ; 
Let  each  enraptured  thought  obey 
And  praise  th'  Almighty's  name  : 

Lo  !  heaven  and  earth,  and  seas  and  skies, 
In  one  melodious  concert  rise, 
To  swell  th'  inspiring  theme. 

2  Te  angels,  catch  the  thrilling  sound, 
While  all  th'  adoring  throngs  around 
His  boundless  mercy  sing  : 

Let  every  listening  saint  above 
Wake  all  the  tuneful  soul  of  love, 
And  touch  the  sweetest  string. 

3  Let  every  element  rejoice  ; 

Ye  thunders,  burst  with  awful  voice 
To  him  who  bids  you  roll : 
Ilis  praise  in  softer  notes  declare, 
Each  whispering  breeze  of  yielding  air, 
And  breathe  it  to  the  soul. 
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4  Wake,  all  ye  soaring  throngs,  and  sing; 
Ye  feathered  warblers  of  the  spring, 
Harmonious  anthems  raise 

To  him  who  shaped  your  finer  mold, 
Who  tipped  your  glittering  wings  with 

gold, 
And  tuned  your  voice  to  praise. 

5  Let  man,  by  nobler  passions  swayed, 
Let  man,  in  God's  own  image  made, 
His  breath  in  praise  employ  ; 
Spread  wide  his  Maker's  name  around, 
While  heaven's  broad  arch  rings  back 

the  sound, — 
The  song  of  holy  joy ! 


LANSIN 


Double. 
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32.  [P.  26,  H.  ItS.] 

I  sing  th'  almighty  power  of  God, 
That  made  the  mountains  rise, 
That  spread  the  flowing  seas  abroad, 
And  built  the  lofty  skies. 

2  I  sing  the  wisdom  that  ordained 
The  sun  to  rule  the  day ; 

The  moon  shines  full  at  his  command, 
And  all  the  stars  obey. 

3  I  sing  the  goodness  of  the  Lord, 
That  filled  the  earch  with  food  : 

He  formed  the  creatures  with  his  word, 
And  then  pronounced  them  good. 

4  Lord,  how  thy  wonders  are  displayed, 
Where'er  I  turn  mine  eyes ; 

If  I  survey  the  ground  I  tread, 
Or  gaze  upon  the  sky  ? 


There's  not  a  plant  or  flower  below 
But  makes  thy  glories  known  ; 
And  clouds  arise,  and  tempests  blow, 
By  order  from  thy  throne. 
Creatures  that  borrow  life  from  thee 
Are  subject  to  thy  care : 
There 's  not  a  place  where  we  can  flee, 
But  God  is  present  there. 


ALFRED.      C.  M.    Double. 
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33. 


[P.  210,  11.201] 


1  Ye  humble  souls,  approach  your  God 
With  songs  of  sacred  praise  ; 

For  he  is  good,  supremely  good, 
And  kind  are  all  his  ways. 

2  All  nature  owns  his  guardian  care; 
In  him  we  live  and  move ; 

But  nobler  benefits  declare 
The  wonders  of  his  love. 

3  He  gave  his  well  beloved  Son, 
To  save  our  souls  from  sin : 

'T  is  here  he  makes  his  goodness  known, 
And  proves  it  ail  divine. 

4  To  this  dear  Refuge,  Lord,  we  come, 
And  here  our  hope  relies; 

A  safe  defense,  a  peaceful  home, 
When  storms  of  trouble  rise. 

5  Thine  eye  beholds,  with  kind  regard, 
The  souls  who  trust  in  thee  ; 

Their  humble  hope  thou  wilt  reward 
With  bliss  divinely  free. 

6  Great  God  !  to  thine  almighty  love 
What  honors  shall  we  raise  ? 

Not  all  the  raptured  songs  above 
Can  render  et^ual  praise. 
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NEW  YORK  TUNE.      C.  M. 
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But  I  can  always,  always  say 
That  God  is  love. 

3  When  fear  her  chilling  mantle  flings 
O'er  earth,  my  soul  to  heaven  above, 
As  to  her  native  home,  upsprings  ; 
For  God  is  love. 
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34.  [P.  73,  n.  14S.] 

1  Thy  goodness,  Lord,  our  souls  confess  ; 
Thy  goodness  we  adore ; 

A  spring,  whose  blessings  never  fail ; 
A  sea  without  a  shore ! 

2  Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  thy  love  attest 
In  every  golden  ray  ; 

Love  draws  the  curtains  of  the  night, 
And  love  brings  back  the  day. 

3  Thy  bounty  every  season  crowns 
With  all  the  bliss  it  yields  ; 

With  joyful  clusters  loads  the  vines, 
With  strengthening  grain  the  iields. 

4  But  chiefly  thy  compassion,  Lord, 
Is  in  the  gospel  seen  ; 

There,  like  a  sun,  thy  mercy  shines, 
Without  a  cloud  between. 

5  There  pardon,  peace,  and  holy  joy, 
Through  Jesus'  name  are  given; 
He  onlhe  cross  was  lifted  high, 
That  we  miglit  reign  in  heaven. 


UN  WIN.      8s  &  4. 


When  myst'ry  clouds  my  darkened  path, 
I  '11  check  my  dread,  my  doubts  reprove ; 
In  this  my  soul  sweet  comfort  hath, 
That  God  is  love. 

Oh,  may  this  truth  my  heart  employ, 
Bid  every  gloomy  thought  remove/ 
And  turn  all  tears,  all  woes  to  joy, — 
Thou,  God,  art  Love. 


BSCKPORD.       S.  M. 
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35.  [P.  322,  H.  149.] 

1  I  can  not  always  trace  the  way 
Where  thou,  almighty  One,  dost  move  ; 
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36. 


[P.  330,  n.  161.] 


1  My  soul,  repeat  his  praise. 
Whose  mercies  are  so  great ; 
Whose  anger  is  so  slow  to  rise, 
So  ready  to  abate. 

2  God  will  not  always  chide  ; 
And  when  his  wrath  is  felt, 

Its  strokes  are  fewer  than  our  crimes, 
And  lighter  than  our  guilt. 

3  ITis  power  subdues  our  sins, 
And  his  forgiving  love, 

Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west 
Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 

4  High  as  the  heavens  are  raised 
Above  the  ground  we  tread. 
So  far  the  riches  of  his  grace 
Our  highest  thoughts  exceed. 
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BOYLSTON. 


1  The  pity  of  the  Lord 

To  those  that  fear  his  name, 
Is  such  as  tender  parents  feel : 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

2  He  knows  we  are  but  dust, 
Scattered  with  every  breath  ; 
His  anger,  like  a  rising  wind, 
Can  send  us  swift  to  death. 

3  Our  days  are  as  the  grass, 
Or  like  the  morning  flower ; 

If  one  sharp  blast  sweep  o'er  the  field, 
It  withers  in  an  hour. 

4  But  thy  compassions,  Lord, 
To  endless  years  endure ; 

And  children's  children  ever  find 
Thy  words  of  promise  sure. 


OLMUTZ.      S.  M. 
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38.  [P-  3B3,  II.  171.] 

1  O  Lord,  our  heavenly  King, 
Thy  name  is  all  divine  ; 
Thy  glories  round  the  earth  are  spread, 
And  o'er  the  heavens  they  shine. 
2 


2  When  to  thy  works  on  high 
I  raise  my  wondering  eyes, 

And  see  the  moon,  complete  in  light, 
Adorn  the  darksome  skies ; — 

3  When  I  survey  the  stars, 
And  all  their  shining  forms, 

Lord,  what  is  man,  that  worthless  thing, 
Akin  to  dust  and  worms  ! 

4  Lord,  what  is  worthless  man, 
That  thou  shouldst  love  him  so ! 
Next  to  thine  angels  is  he  placed, 
And  Lord  of  all  below. 

5  O  Lord,  our  heavenly  King, 
Thy  name  is  all  divine  ; 

Thy  glories  round  the  earth  are  spread, 

And  o'er  the  heavens  they  shine. 


MITFORD.      L.  M. 
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39.  [P.  92,  H.  204.] 

1  Great  God !  let  all  my  tuneful  powers 
Awake,  and  sing  thy  mighty  name : 
Thy  hand  revolves  my  circling  hours — 
Thy  hand,  from  whence  my  being  came. 

2  Seasons  and  moons,  still  rolling  round 
In  beauteous  order,  speak  thy  praise; 
And  .years,  with  smiling  mercy  crowned, 
To  thee  successive  honors  raise. 

3  My  life,  my  health,  my  friends  I  owe, 
All  to  thy  Vast,  unbounded  love; 
Ten  thousand  precious  gifts  below, 
And  hope  of  nobler  joys  above. 

4  Thus  will  I  sing  till  nature  cease, 
Till  sense  and  language  are  no  more  : 
And,  after  death,  thy  boundless  grace, 
Through  everlasting  years  adore. 
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WAYNE.       C.  M.     Double. 
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40. 


[P.  220,  II.  205.] 


Yes,  I  -will  bless  thee,  0  my  God ! 

Through  all  my  earthly  days ; 

And  to  eternity  prolong 

Thy  vast,  thy  boundless  praise. 

In  every  smiling,  happy  hour, 

Be  this  my  sweet  employ : 

Thy  praise  refines  my  earthly  bliss, 

And  doubles  all  my  joy. 


3  When  gloomy  care,  and  keen  distress 
Afflict  my  throbbing  breast, 

Thy  praise  shall  mingle  with  my  tears, 
And  lull  each  pain  to  rest. 

4  Nor  shall  my  tongue  alone  proclaim 
The  honors  of  my  God  ; 

My  life,  with  all  its  active  powers, 
Shall  spread  thy  praise  abroad. 


5  Nor  death  itself  shall  stop  my  song, 
Though  it  will  close  my  eye    : 

My  thoughts  shall  then  to  nobler  heights, 
And  sweeter  raptures  rise. 

6  There  shall  my  lips  in  endless  praise 
Their  grateful  tribute  pay ; 

The  theme  demands  an  angel's  tongue, 
And  an  eternal  day. 


ONLAND.     't 
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[P.  202,  II.  206.] 


1  To  thy  pastures  fair  and  large, 
Heavenly  Shepherd,  lead  thy  charge, 
And  my  couch,  with  tenderest  cafe, 
'Mid  the  springing  grass  prepare. 

2  When  I  faint,  with  summer's  heat, 
Thou  shalt  guide  my  weary  feet 
To  the  streams  that,  still  and  sIoav, 
Through  the  verdant  meadows  flow. 

3  Safe  the  dreary  vale  I  tread, 

By  the  shades  of  death  o'erspread, 
With  thy  rod  and  staff  supplied — 
This  my  guard,  and  that  my  guide. 

4  Constant  to  my  latest  end, 
Thou  my  footsteps  shalt  attend ; 
Thou  shalt  bid  thy  hallowed  dome 
Yield  me  an  eternal  home. 


RAYFORD. 

C.  M.    Double. 
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[P.  S70,  II.  211.] 


1  When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 
My  rising  soul  surveys, 
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Transported  with  the  view,  I  'm  lost 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise ! 

2  Unnumbered  comforts  on  my  soul 
Thy  tender  care  bestowed, 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 
From  whom  those  comforts  flowed. 

3  When,  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth, 
With  heedless  step  I  "ran, 

Thine  arm,  unseen,  conveyed  me  safe, 
And  led  me  up  to  man. 

4  Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 
My  daily  thanks  employ  ; 

Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart, 
That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

5  Through  every  period  of  my  life 
Thy  goodness" I  '11  pursue ; 

And,  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 

6  Through  all  eternity  to  thee 
A  joyful  song  I  '11  raise ; 
But,  oh!  eternity's  too  short 
To  utter  all  thy  praise. 


EVAN.      O.  M. 
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43. 


[P.  371,  II.  212.] 


1  Almighty  Father !  gracious  Lord ! 
Kind  Guardian  of  my  days  ! 

Thy  mercies  let  my  heart  record 
In  songs  of  grateful  praise. 

2  In  life's  first  dawn,  my  tender  frame 
Was  thine  indulgent  care, 

Long  ere  I  could  pronounce  thy  name, 
Or  breathe  the  infant  prayer. 

3  Each  rolling  year  new  favors  brought 
From  thine  exhaustless  store ; 

But,  ah  !  in  vain  my  laboring  thought 
Would  count  thy  mercies  o'er. 


4  Still  I  adore  thee,  gracious  Lord  ! 
For  favors  more  divine — 

That  I  have  known  thy  sacred  word, 
Where  all  thy  glories  shine. 

5  Lord,  when  this  mortal  frame  decays, 
And  every  weakness  dies, 
Complete  the  wonders  of  thy  grace, 
And  raise  me  to  the  skies. 


EYED.      C.  M.    Double. 
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[P.  190,  H.  214.] 


1  Father  of  mercies !  God  of  love ! 
My  Father  and  my  God ! 

I  '11  sing  the  honors  of  thy  name, 
And  spread  thy  praise  abroad. 

2  In  every  period  of  my  life 
Thy  thoughts  of  love"  appear ; 

Thy  mercies  gild  each  transient  scene, 
And  crown  each  passing  year. 

3  In  all  thy  mercies,  may  my  soul 
A  Father's  bounty  see ; 

Nor  let  the  gifts  thy  grace  bestows 
Estrange  my  heart  from  thee. 

4  Teach  me,  in  times  of  deep  distress, 
To  own  thy  hand,  O  God ! 

And  in  submissive  silence  learn 
The  lessons  of  thy  rod. 

5  Through  every  period  of  my  life, 
Each  bright,  each  clouded  scene, 
Give  me  a  meek  and  humble  mind, 
Still  equal  and  serene. 

6  Then  may  I  close  my  eyes  in  death, 
Redeemed  from  anxious  fear ; 

For  death  itself,  my  God,  is  life, 
If  thou  be  with  me  there. 
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45.  [P.  280,  II.  215.] 

1  Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life 
Is  portioned  out  for  me ; 
The  changes  that  will  surely  come 
I  do  not  fear  to  see : 
1  ask  thee  for  a  present  mind, 
Intent  on  pleasing  thee. 


2  I  ask  thee  for  a  thoughtful  Ioyc, 
Through  constant  watching  wise, 
To  meet  the  glad  with  joyful  smiles, 
And  wipe  the  weeping  eyes ; 

A  heart  at  leisure  from  itself, 
To  soothe  and  sympathize. 

3  I  would  not  have  the  restless  will 
That  hurries  to  and  fro, 

That  seeks  for  some  great  thing  to  do, 

Or  secret  thing  to  know : 

I  would  be  treated  as  a  child, 

And  guided  where  I  go. 

4  Wherever  in  the  world  I  am, 
In  whatsoe'er  estate, 

I  have  a  fellowship  with  hearts, 
To  keep  and  cultivate  ; 
A  work  of  lowly  love  to  do 
For  him  on  whom  I  wait. 

5  I  ask  thee  for  the  daily  strength, 
To  none  that  ask  denied, 


A  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life, 
While  keeping  at  thy  side ; 
Content  to  fill  a  little  space, 
If  thou  be  irlorified. 


And  if  some  things  I  do  not  ask, 

Among  my  blessings  be, 

I  'd  have  my  spirit  filled  the  more 

With  grateful  love  to  thee  ; 

More  careful — not  to  serve  thee  much, 

But  please  thee  perfectly. 


ST.  MICHAEL.      S.  M. 
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40. 


[P.  160,  n.  217.] 


1  The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is ; 
I  shall  be  well  supplied  : 
Since  he  is  mine,  and  I  am  his, 
What  can  I  want  beside  ? 


2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 

Where  heavenly  pasture  grows ; 
Where  living  waters  gently  pass, 
And  full  salvation  flows. 


3  If  e'er  I  go  astray, 

He  doth  my  soul  reclaim  : 

And  guides  me,  in  his  own  right  way, 

For  his  most  holy  name. 


4  While  he  affords  his  aid, 
I  can  not  yield  to  fear ; 
Though  I  should  walk  through  death's 

dark  shade, 
My  Shepherd 's  with  me  there. 
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5  In  spite  of  all  my  foes, 
Thou  dost  my  table  spread ; 
My  cup  with  blessings  overflows, 
And  joy  exalts  my  head. 

G  The  bounties  of  thy  love 
Shall  crown  my  future  days  ; 
Nor  from  thy  house  will  I  remove, 
Nor  cease  to  speak  thy  praise. 
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47. 


[P.  371,  H.  21S.] 


1  The  Lord  himself,  the  mighty  Lord, 
Vouchsafes  to  be  my  guide  ; 
The  Shepherd,  by  whose  constant  care 
My  wants  are  all  supplied. 


2  In  tender  grass  he  makes  me  feed, 
And  gently  there  repose ; 

Then  leads  me  to  cool  shades,  and  where 
Refreshing  water  flows. 

3  He  does  my  wandering  soul  reclaim, 
And,  to  his  endless  praise, 
Instruct  with  humble  zeal  to  walk 
In  his  most  righteous  ways. 

4  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale  of  death, 
From  fear  and  danger  free  ; 

For  there  his  aiding  rod  and  staff 
Defend  and  comfort  me. 


5  Since  God  doth  thus  his  wondrous  love. 
Through  all  my  life  extend, 
That  life  to  him  I  will  devote, 
And  in  his  temple  spend. 


1  Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul ! 
His  grace  to  thee  proclaim  ; 
And  all  that  is  within  me  join 
To  bless  his  holy  name. 

2  Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul ! 
His  mercies  bear  in  mind  ; 
Forget  not  all  his  benefits  : 
The  Lord  to  thee  is  kind. 


3  He  will  not  always  chide  : 
He  will  with  patience  wait : 
His  wrath  is  ever  slow  to  rise, 
And  ready  to  abate. 


4  He  pardons  all  thy  sins, 
Prolongs  thy  feeble  breath ; 
He  healeth  thy  infirmities, 
And  ransoms  thee  from  death. 


5  He  clothes  thee  with  his  love, 
Upholds  thee  with  his  truth  : 
Then,  like  the  eagle,  he  renews 
The  vigor  of  thy  youth. 


6  Then  bless  his  holy  name, 
Whose  grace  hath  'made  thee  whole  ; 
Whose  loving  kindness  crowns  thy  days ; 
Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul ! 
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PROVIDENCE    OF    GOD. 


ST.  NICOLAL      7s.    Two  Stanzas. 
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49.  [P.  126,  H.  22S.J 

1  Let  us  with  a  gladsome  mind, 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  kind : 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure, 

2  He,  with  all-commanding  might, 
Filled  the  new-made  world  with  light 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 

Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

3  All  things  living  he  doth  feed ; 
His  full  hand  supplies  their  need  : 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

4  He  his  chosen  race  did  bless, 
In  the  wasteful  wilderness : 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

5  He  hath,  with  a  piteous  eye, 
Looked  upon  our  misery 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

6  Let  us,  then,  with  gladsome  mind, 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  kind  : 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

ST.  ANNS.      C.  M. 
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The  praises  of  my  God  shall  still 
My  heart  and  tongue  emplojT. 

2  Of  his  deliverance  I  will  boast, 
Till  all  who  are  distressed 
From  my  example  comfort  take, 
And  charm  their  griefs  to  rest. 

3  Oh,  magnify  the  Lord  with  me, 
With  me  exalt  his  name  ! 
When  in  distress  to  him  I  called, 
He  to  my  rescue  came. 

4  The  hosts  of  God  encamp  around 
The  dwellings  of  the  just ; 
Deliverance  he  affords  to  all 
Who  on  his  succor  trust. 

5  Oh,  make  but  trial  of  his  love  : 
Experience  will  decide 

How  blest  are  they,  and  only  they, 
Who  in  his  truth  confide. 

6  Fear  him,  ye  saints,  and  ye  will  then 
Have  nothing  else  to  fear ; 

Make  ye  his  service  your  delight, 
He  Ti  make  your  wants  his  care. 

BARROW.      C.  M. 
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50.  [P.  ITS,  II.  230.] 

1  Through  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life, 
In  trouble  and  in  joy, 


51.  [P.  333,  H.  232.] 

1  To  heaven  I  lift  my  waiting  C3*cs  : 
There  all  my  hopes  are  laid  : 

The  Lord  that  built  the  earth  and  skies 
Is  my  perpetual  aid. 

2  Their  steadfast  feet  shall  never  fall 
Whom  he  designs  to  keep  ; 

His  ear  attends  the  softest  call, 
His  eyes  can  never  sleep. 

1  3  Israel,  rejoice,  and  rest  secure ; 
Thy  keeper  is  the  Lord : 
His  wakeful  eyes  employ  his  power 
For  thine  eternal  guard. 

•i  He  guards  thy  soul,  he  keeps  thy  breath, 
Where  thickest  dangers  come ; 
Go  and  return,  secure  from  death, 
Till  God  commands  thee  home. 


Christ's  advent  and  mission. 
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ALENA.      C.  M 


52.  [P.  200,  H.  256.] 

1  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 
Whose  breath  our  souls  inspired ; 
Loud  and  more  loud  the  anthems  raise, 
With  grateful  ardor  fired. 

2  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 
Whose  goodness,  passing  thought, 
Loads  every  moment,  as  it  flies, 
With  benefits  unsought. 

3  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 
From  whom  salvation  flows  ; 
Who  sent  his  Son  our  souls  to  save 
From  everlasting  woes. 

4  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 
For  hope's  transporting  ray, 

Which  lights  through  darkest  shades  of 
To  realms  of  endless  day.  [death 

KNIGHT.      7s.     3  lines.    Double. 
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53.  [P.  269,  H.  264.] 

1  Blessed  night,  when  first  that  plain 
Echoed  with  the  joyful  strain — 

"  Peace  has  come  to  earth  again  !' 

2  Happy  shepherds,  on  whose  ear 
Fell  the  tidings  glad  and  dear— 
"God  to  man  is  drawing  near!" 


3  Babe  of  weakness,  can  it  be 
That  the  earth's  great  victory 
Is  to  be  achieved  by  thee  ? 

4  Child  of  poverty,  art  thou 

He  to  whom  all  heaven  shall  bow, 
And  all  earth  shall  pay  the  vow  ? 

5  Heir  of  pain  and  toil,  whom  none 
In  this  evil  day  will  own, 

Art  thou  the  Eternal  One  ? 

6  Thou,  o'er  whom  the  sword  and  rod 
Wave,  in  haste  to  drink  thy  blood, 
Art  thou  very  Son  of  God  ? 

7  YvTe  adore  thee  as  our  King, 
And  to  thee  our  song  we  sing ; 
Our  best  off 'ring  to  thee  bring. 

8  Guarded  by  the  shepherds'  rod, 
'Mid  their  flock,  thy  poor  abode  ; 
Thus  we  own  thee,  Lamb  of  God. 

9  Lamb  of  God,  thy  lowly  name ; 
King  of  kings,  we  thee  proclaim : 
Heaven  and  earth  shall  hear  its  fame. 

10  Mighty  King  of  righteousness, 
King  of  glory,  King  of  peace, 
Never  shall  thy  kingdom  cease ! 

MORNING-.      7s.    Double. 
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54.  [P.  391,  H.  270.] 

1  Hark  !  the  herald  angels  sing, 
"  Glory  to  the  new-born  King ! 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild ; 
God  and  sinners  reconciled!" 

2  Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rise  ; 
Join  the  triumphs  of  the  skies  ; 
With  th'  angelic  hosts  proclaim, 
"  Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem !" 

3  Mild  he  lays  his  glory  by ; 

Born  that  man  no  more  may  die ; 
Born  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth ; 
Born  to  give  them  second  birth. 

4  Hail,  the  heaven-bom  Prince  of  Peace 
Hail  the  Sun  of  Righteousness ! 
Light  and  life  to  all  he  brings, 

Ris'n  with  healing  in  bis  wings. 
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55.  [P.  184,  H.  280.] 

1  Mt  dear  Redeemer  and  my  Lord, 
I  read  my  duty  in  thy  word  ; 
But  in  thy  life  the  law  appears, 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

2  Such  was  thy  truth,  and  such  thy  zeal, 
Such  deference  to  thy  Father's  will, 
Such  love,  and  meekness  so  divine, 

I  would  transcribe  and  make  them  mine. 

3  Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witnessed  the  fervor  of  thy  prayer : 
The  desert  thy  temptations  knew, 
Thy  conflict,  and  thy  victory,  too. 

4  Be  thou  my  pattern ;  make  me  bear 
More  of  thy  gracious  image  here : 
Then  God,  the  Judge,  shalfown  my  name 
Among  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 


EFFNER.       S.  M. 
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56. 


[P.  286,  H.  286.] 


1  Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep, 
And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry  ? 
Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 

2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears 
The  wondering  angels  see ! 

Be  thou  astonished,  O  my  soul ! 
lie  shed  those  tears  for  thee ! 

3  He  wept  that  we  might  weep ; 
Each  sin  demands  a  tear : 

In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found, 
And  weeping  is  not  there. 


MARX.      8s  &  7s.     6  lines. 
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57. 
i 


[P.  393,  H.  296.] 


Near  the  cross  our  station  taking, 
Earthly  cares  and  joys  forsaking, 
Meet  it  is  for  us  to  mourn : 
'T  was  for  us  he  came  from  heaven, 
'T  was  for  us  his  heart  was  riven ; 
All  his  griefs  for  us  were  borne. 

When  no  eye  its  pity  gave  us, 
When  there  was  no  arm  to  save  us, 
He  his  love  and  power  displayed  : 
By  his  stripes  our  help  and  healing, 
By  his  death  our  life  revealing, 
He  for  us  the  ransom  paid. 

Jesus,  may  thy  love  constrain  us, 
That  froni  sin  we  may  refrain  us, 
In  thy  griefs  may  deeply  grieve  ; 
Thee"our  best  affections  giving, 
To  thy  praise  and  honor  living, 
May  we  in  thy  glory  live ! 


Christ's  advent  and  mission. 
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58.  [P.  90,  H.  301.] 

1  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood, 
Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins  ; 

And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fountain  in  his  day ; 

And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Dear,  dying  Lamb  !  thy  precious  blood 
Shall  never  lose  its  power, 

Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 
Are  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  Since  first,  by  fixith,  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redecming^love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be,  till  I  die. 

5  And  when  this  feeble,  stammering  tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave, 

Then,  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 
I  '11  sing  thy  power  to  save. 


ZEPHYR 


59.  [P.  141,  H.  302.] 

1  There  is  none  other  name  than  thine, 
Jehovah  Jesus !   Name  divine  ! 
On  which  to  rest  for  sins  forgiven — 
Fur  peace  with  God,  for  hope  of  heaven. 

3  There  is  none  other  name  than  thine, 
"When  cares,  and  fears,and  griefs  are  mine, 
That,  with  a  gracious  power,  can  heal 
Each  care,  and  fear,  and  grief  I  feel. 

3  There  is  none  other  name  than  thine, 
When  called  my  spirit  to  resign, 

To  bear  me  through  that  latest  strife, 
And  e'en  in  death  to  be  my  life. 

4  Name,  above  every  name  !  thy  praise 
Shall  fill  the  remnant  of  my  days  : 
Jehovah  Jesus  !   Name  divine  ! 
Rock  of  salvation  !  thou  art  mine ! 


STRAND.       S.  M. 
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60.  [P.  93,  H.  80S.] 

1  God's  holy  law,  transgressed, 
Speaks  nothing  but  despair; 
Burden'd  with  guilt,with  grief  oppressed, 
We  find  no  comfort  there. 

2  Not  all  our  groans  and  tears, 
Nor  works  which  we  have  done, 
Nor  vows,  nor  promises,  nor  prayers, 
Can  e'er  for  sin  atone. 

3  Relief  alone  is  found 

In  Jesus'  precious  blood  : 

'T  is  this  that  heals  the  mortal  wound, 

And  reconciles  to  God. 

4  High  lifted  on  the  cross, 
The  spotless  victim  dies  : 
This  is  salvation's  only  source, 
Hence  all  our  hopes  arise. 
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61.  [P.  879,  H.  746.] 

1  I  lay  my  sins  on  Jesus, 
The  spotless  Lamb  of  God ; 
He  bears  them  all,  and  frees  us 
From  the  accursed  load  : 

I  bring  my  guilt  to  Jesus, 
To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
"White  in  his  blood  most  precious, 
Till  not  a  stain  remains. 

2  I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus  ; 
All  fullness  dwells  in  him ; 
He  heals  all  my  diseases, 
He  doth  my  soul  redeem : 
I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 
My  burdens  and  my  cares; 
He  from  them  all  releases, 
He  all  my  sorrow  shares. 

3  I  rest  my  soul  on  Jesus, 
This  weary  soul  of  mine ; 
His  right  hand  me  embraces, 
I  on  his  breast  recline. 

I  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 
Immauuel,  Christ,  the  Lord; 
Like  fragrance  on  the  breezes 
His  name  abroad  is  poured. 

4  I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 
Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild ; 
I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 
The  Father's  holy  child : 


I  long  to  be  with  Jesus 
Amid  the  heavenly  throng, 
To  sing  with  saints  his  praises, 
To  learn  the  angels'  song. 

62.  [P.  379,  n.  330.] 

1  To  thee,  my  God,  my  Saviour, 
My  soul,  exulting,  sings, 
Rejoicing  in  thy  favor, 
Almighty  King"  of  kings ! 

I  '11  celebrate  thy  glory, 
With  all  the  saints  above, 
And  tell  the  joyful  story 
Of  thy  redeeming  love. 

2  Soon  as  the  morn  with  roses 
Bedecks  the  dewy  east, 
And  when  the  sun  reposes 
Upon  the  ocean's  breast, 
My  voice  in  supplication, 
My  Saviour,  thou  shalt  hear; 
Oh,  grant  me  thy  salvation, 
And  to  my  soul  draw  near ! 

3  By  thee  through  life  supported, 
I  pass  the  dangerous  road, 
With  heavenly  hosts  escorted 
Up  to  their  bright  abode  : 
There  cast  my  crown  before  thee, 
And,  all  my  conflicts  o'er, 
Unceasingly  adore  thee  : 

What  would,  an  angel  more  ? 
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O.  [P.  106,  11.381.] 

1  Awake,  and  sing  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb  ! 

Wake,  every  heart,  and  every  tongue, 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name ! 

2  Sing  of  his  dying  love ; 
Sing  of  his  rising  power  : 
Sing  how  he  intercedes  above 
For  those  whose  sins  he  bore. 
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3  Sing,  till  we  feel  our  hearts 
Ascending  with  our  tongues  ; 
Sing,  till  the  love  of  sin  departs, 
And  grace  inspires  our  songs. 

4  Sing  on  your  heavenly  way, 
Ye  ransomed  sinners,  sing  ! 
Sing  on,  rejoicing  every  day 
In  Christ,  th'  exalted  King. 

5  Soon  shall  we  hear  him  say, 

"  Ye  blessed  children,  come !" 
Soon  will  he  call  us  hence  away 
To  our  eternal  home. 

6  Soon  shall  our  raptured  tongue 
His  endless  praise  proclaim, 
And  sweeter  voices  tune  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 


RAYFORD.      C.  M.    Double. 
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64.  [P.  104,  H.  324.] 

1  My  Saviour !  my  almighty  Friend  ! 
When  I  begin  thy  praise, 

Where  will  the  growing  numbers  end, 
The  numbers  of  thy  grace  ? 

2  Thou  art  my  everlasting  trust ; 
Thy  goodness  I  adore : 

And  bince  I  knew  thy  graces  first, 
I  speak  thy  glories  more. 

3  My  feet  shall  travel  all  the  length 
Of  the  celestial  road ; 

And  march,  with  courage  in  thy  strength, 
To  see  my  Father,  God. 

4  When  I  am  filled  with  sore  distress 
For  some  surprising  sin, 

I'll  plead  thy  perfect  righteousness, 
And  mention  none  but  thine. 

5  How  will  my  lips  rejoice  to  tell 
The  victories  of  my  King  ! 

My  soul,  redeemed  from  sin  and  hell, 
Shall  thy  salvation  sing. 


C  Awake,  awake,  my  tuneful  powers ! 
With  this  delightful  song 
I  '11  entertain  the  darkest  hours, 
Nor  think  the  season  long. 
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65.  [P.  58,  11.349] 

1  Ye  servants  of  God, 
Your  Master  proclaim, 
And  publish  abroad 
His  wonderful  name : 
The  name,  all  victorious, 
Of  Jesus  extol ; 

His  kingdom  is  glorious, 
And  rules  over  all. 

2  God  ruleth  on  high, 
Almighty  to  save ; 
And  still  he  is  nigh ; 
His  presence  we  have  : 
The  great  congregation 
His  triumph  shall  sing, 
Ascribing  salvation 

To  Jesus,  our  King. 

3  "  Salvation  to  God, 
Who  sits  on  the  throne," 
Let  all  cry  aloud, 

And  honor  the  Son : 
Our  Saviour's  high  praises 
The  angels  proclaim, — 
Fall  down  on  their  faces, 
And  worship  the  Lamb. 

4  Then  let  us  adore, 

And  give  him  his  right- 
All  glory  and  power, 
And  wisdom  and  might ; 
All  honor  and  blessing, 
With  angels  above, 
And  thanks  never  ceasing, 
And  infinite  love ! 


28 


chbist's  advent  and  mission. 


LORAINE.       7s.    6  lines. 


OLIVET.      6s  &  4s. 


i i* , tL— i — 


^ 


^1 


^^ 


:=*=?=  -g=^=-» ~=j=^=f 


SSi 


^=§E 


66. 


[P.  101,  n.  721.] 


1  Rock  of  Ages  !  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee  ! 
Let  the  water  and  the  hlood, 
From  thy  riven  side  that  flowed, 
Be  of  sin  the  double  cure — 
Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 


2  Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow — 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone  : 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone 
Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring; 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling. 


3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown. 
See  thee  on  thy  judgment  throne,- 
Rock  of  Ages  !  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee  ! 


67.  LP-  355,  II.  722.] 

1  My  faith  looks  up  to  thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  Divine ! 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray ; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away ; 
Oh,  let  me,  from  this  da}', 

Be  wholly  thine ! 

2  May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, — 

My  zeal  inspire ! 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
Oh,  may  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be — 

A  living  tire ! 

3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  thou  my  guide  ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 

4  When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, 
Blest  Saviour!  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove; 
Oh,  bear  me  safe  above— 

A  ransomed  soul ! 


RESURRECTION    OF    CHRIST. 
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[P.  127,  II.  354.] 


Ciirt&t,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day! 
Sons  of  men  and  angels  say  : 
Raise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high; 
Sing,  ye  heavens  !  and  earth,  reply ! 

Love's  redeeming  work  is  done, 
Fought  the  light,  the  battle  won : 
Lo !  our  sun's  eelipse  is  o'er ; 
Lo !  he  sets  in  blood  no  more. 

Tain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal — 
Christ  hath  burst  the  gates  of  hell: 
Death  in  vain  forbids  his  rise, 
Christ  hath  opened  paradise. 

Lives  again  our  glorious  King ! 
Where,  O  Death,  is  now  thy  sting  ? 
Once  he  died,  our  souls  to  save  ; 
Where 's  thy  vict'ry,  boasting  Grave  ? 

Soar  we  now  where  Christ  hath  led, 
Following  our  exalted  Head : 
Made  like  him,  like  him  we  rise, 
Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies! 


CALERA.      9s  &  6s. 
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69. 


[P.  22G,  II.  SG7  ] 


1  On,  show  me  not  my  Saviour  dying, 
As  on  the  cross  he  bled ; 
Nor  in  the  tomb  a  captive  lying, 
For  he  has  left  the  dead. 
Then  bid  me  not  that  form  extended 
For  my  Redeemer  own, 
Who,  to  the  highest  heavens  ascended, 
In  glory  fills  the  throne. 


Weep  not  for  him  at  Calv'ry's  station, 

Weep  only  for  thy  sins  ; 

View  where  he  lay  with  exultation  ; 

'T  is  there  our  hope  begins. 

Yet  stay  not  there,  thy  sorrows  feeding 

Amid  the  scenes  he  trod ; 

Look  up  and  see  him  interceding 

At  the  riirht  hand  of  God. 


3  Still  in  the  shameful  cross  I  glory, 
Where  his  dear  blood  was  syjilt ; 
My  soul  is  melted  at  the  story 
Of  him  who  bore  my  guilt : 
Yet  what,  'mid  conflict  and  temptation, 
Shall  strength  and  succor  give  ? 
He  lives,  the  Captain  of  salvation! 
Therefore  his  servants  live. 


4  By  death,  he  death's  dark  king  defeated, 
And  overcame  the  grave  ; 
Rising,  the  triumph  he  completed : 
He  lives,  he  reigns  to  save ! 
Heaven's  happy  myriads  bow  before  him ; 
He  comes,  the  Judge  of  men  : 
These  eyes  shall  see  him  and  adore  him ; 
Lord  Jesus  !  own  me  then. 
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70. 


[P.  118,  H.  379.] 


1  All  hail,  the  power  of  Jesus'  name ! 
Let  angels  prostrate  fall : 

Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all ! 

2  Crown  him,  ye  martyrs  of  our  God, 
Who  from  his  altar  call ; 

Extol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all ! 

3  Te  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 
A  remnant  weak  and  small, 

Hail  him  who  saves  you  by  his  grace, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all ! 

4  Te  Gentile  sinners,  ne'er  forget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall ; 

Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all! 

5  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 
On  this  terrestrial  ball, 

To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all ! 

6  Oh,  that  with  vonder  snored  throng, 
We  at  his  feet  may  fall ! 

We  '11  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all ! 


71. 


[P.  301,  II.  384.] 


1  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah ! 
Now  is  the  battle  done, 
Now  is  the  vict'ry  won  ; 
Let  us  iov,  and  sing 
Hallelujah ! 


2  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah ! 
Surf  'ring  death's  cruel  doom, 
Jesus  hath  hell  o'ercome ; 
Let  us  praise,  and  shout 
Hallelujah ! 


3  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah ! 
He  rose  by  his  own  might 
In  heavenly  love  and  light ; 
Let  us  jov,  and  sing 
Hallelujah ! 


4  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah ! 
Closed  are  the  gates  below, 
Heaven's  halls  are  open  now : 
Let  us  praise,  and  shout 
Hallelujah ! 


5  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah ! 
Lord,  by  thy  passion,  save 
Us  from  the  endless  grave : 
Let  us  ever  sing 
Hallelujah ! 


CHRIST,    OUR    FRIEND,    ETC. 
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KENT.      6s  &  4s. 


Thou  know'st  this  will,  how  frail ! 
Thou  know'st,  though  language  fail, 
My  soul's  mysterious  tale : 
Plead  thou  my  cause  ! 


ELLIOT. 
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72. 


[P.  242,  H.  372.] 


1  Plead  thou,  oh,  plead  my  cause ! 
Each  self-excusing  plea 

My  trembling  soul  withdraws, 

And  flies  to  thee. 
When  Justice  rears  her  throne, 
Ah !  who,  save  thee  alone, 
May  stand,  O  spotless  One  ? 

Plead  thou  my  cause ! 

2  Ah  !  plead  not  aught  of  mine 
Before  thine  altar  throne — 
Fragments,  when  all  is  thine, 

All,  all  thine  own ! 
Thou  seest  what  stains  they  bear, 
Oh,  since  each  tear,  each  prayer, 
Hath  need  of  pardon  there, 

Plead  thou  my  cause ! 

3  Plead,  when  the  tempter's  art, 
To  each  fond  hope  of  mine, 
Denies  this  faithless  heart 

Can  e'er  be  thine. 
If  slander  whisper,  too, 
The  sin  I  never  knew, 
Thou,  who  couldst  urge  the  true, 

Plead  thou  my  cause ! 

4  Oh,  plead  my  cause  above, 
Plead  thine  within  my  breast ; 
Till  there  thy  peaceful  dove 

Shall  build  her  nest. 
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73. 


[P.  352,  H.  373.] 


1  O  thou,  the  contrite  sinners'  Friend ! 
Who,  loving,  lov'st  them  to  the  end, 
On  this  alone  my  hopes  depend, 
That  thou  wilt  plead  for  me. 

2  When  weary  in  the  Christian  race, 
Far  off  appears  my  resting  place, 
And,  fainting,  I  mistrust  thy  grace, 
Then,  Saviour,  plead  for  me. 

3  When  I  have  erred  and  gone  astray, 
Afar  from  thine  and  wisdom's  way, 
And  see  no  glimmering,  guiding  ray, 
Still,  Saviour,  plead  for  me. 

4  When  Satan,  by  my  sins  made  bold, 
Strives  from  thy  cross  to  loose  my  hold, 
Then  with  thy  pitying  arms  enfold, 
And  plead,  oh,  plead  for  me ! 

5  And  when  my  dying  hour  draws  near, 
Darkened  with  anguish,  guilt,  and  fear, 
Then  to  my  fainting  sight  appear, 
Pleading  in  heaven  for  me. 

6  When  the  full  light  of  heavenly  day 
Reveals  my  sins  in  dread  array, 

Say  thou  hast  washed  them  all  away ; 
Oh,  say  thou  plead'st  for  me. 
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[P.  142,  II.  895.] 


74. 

1  To  thee,  my  Shepherd  and  my  Lord, 
A  grateful  song  I  '11  raise  ; 

Oh,  let  the  feeblest  of  thy  flock 
Attempt  to  speak  thy  praise  ! 

2  But  how  shall  mortal  tongue  express 
A  subject  so  divine  ? 

Do  justice  to  so  vast  a  theme, 
Or  praise  a  love  like  thine  ? 

3  My  life,  my  joy,  my  hope,  I  owe 
To  thine  amazing  love ; 

Ten  thousand  thousand  comforts  here, 
And  nobler  bliss  above. 

4  To  thee  my  trembling  spirit  flies, 
'With  sin  and  grief  oppressed  ; 
Thy  gentle  voice  dispels  my  fears, 
And  lulls  my  cares  to  rest. 

5  Lead  on,  dear  Shepherd ! — led  by  thee, 
No  evil  shall  I  fear ; 

Soon  shall  I  reach  thy  fold  above, 
And  praise  thee  better  there. 
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/D.  [P.  202,  n.  396.] 

1  Jesus,  Shepherd  of  the  sheep : 
Powerful  is  thine  arm  to  keep 


All  thy  flocks  with  safest  care, 
Fed  in  pastures  large  and  fair. 

2  Thee  their  Guide  and  Guard  they  own ; 
Thee  they  love,  and  thee  alone : 

Thee  they  follow  day  \>j  day, 
Fearful  lest  their  feet  should  stray. 

3  Lord,  thy  helpless  sheep  behold ; 
Gather  all  unto  thy  fold ; 
Gently  lead  the  wanderers  home ; 
Watch  them,  lest  again  they  roam. 

4  Bring  thy  sheep,  now  far  astray, 
Lost  in  Satan's  evil  way  ; 
Then,  the  fold  and  shepherd  one, 

We  shall  praise  thee  round  the  throm 
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[P.  203,  II.  397.] 


1  Shepherd  of  the  ransomed  flock, 
Lead  us  to  the  shadowing  rock, 
"Where  the  cooling  waters  flow, 
"Where  the  freshening  pastures  grow. 

2  Grant,  O  Lord,  that  we  may  be 
Ever  glad  to  follow  thee ; 

And  with  thankful  hearts  rejoice, 
"When  we  hear  thy  gracious  voice. 

3  Saviour,  when  thy  loved  ones  stray, 
From  the  new  and  living  way, 
Gently  call  thine  own  by  name; 
All  our  wand'ring  steps  reclaim. 

4  Through  the  hours  of  darksome  night 
Keep  us  in  thy  watchful  sight ; 

O'er  each  deadly  foe  prevail, 
Let  no  harm  thy  fold  assail. 

5  Jesus,  who  thy  life  didst  give, 
Dying  that  thy  sheep  might  live ; 
Let  us  in  thy  presence  rest, 
With  eternal  comfort  blest. 


CHRIST,     OUR    FRIEND,    ETC. 
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In  thy  pleasant  pastures  feed  us  ; 
For  our  u.-.e  tliy  i'ulds  prepare  : 

Blessed  Jesus ! 
Thou  bast  bought  us,  thine  we  are. 

Thou  has  promised  to  receive  us, 
Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be  : 
Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 
Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free: 

Blessed  Jesus  ; 
Let  us  early  turn  to  thee. 

EarJ~  let  us  seek  thy  favor ; 
~B°  .y  let  us  learn  thy  will ; 
bo  thou,  Lord,  our  only  Saviour, 
With  thy  love  our  bosom  fill : 

Blessed  Jesus ! 
Thou  hast  loved  us.— love  us  still ! 


[P.  3SG,  n.  89S.] 

1  Jesus,  seek  thy  wandering  sheep ; 
Bring  me  back,  and  lead,  "and  keep 
Take  on  thee  my  every  eare, 
Bear  me,  on  thy  bosom  bear : 
Let  me  know  my  Shepherd's  voice, 
More  and  more  in  thee  rejoice; 
More  and  more  of  thee  receive ; 
Ever  in  thy  spirit  live, — 

3  Live  till  all  thy  life  I  know, 
Following  thee,  my  Lord,  below 
Gladly  then  from  earth  remove, 
Gathered  to  the  fold  above : 
Oh,  that  I  at  last  may  stand 
With  the  sheep  at  thy  right  hand, 
Take  the  crown  so  freely  given, 
Enter  in  by  thee  to  heaven ! 

ALVAN.      8s,  7s  &  4. 
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78.  [P.  407,  II.  400.] 

1  Saviour,  like  a  shepherd  lead  us  ; 
Much  ^e  n^fcrl  thv  tender  care  • 


79.  [P.  23,  H.  401.] 

1  To  praise  our  Shepherd's  care, 
His  wisdom,  love,  and  might, 
Your  loudest,  loftiest  songs  prepare, 
And  bid  the  world  unite. 

2  Supremely  good  and  great, 

He  tends  his  blood-bought  fold ; 

He  stoops,  though  throned  in  highest 

state, 
The  feeblest  to  uphold. 

3  He  hears  their  softest  plaint ; 
He  sees  them  when  they  roam ; 
And  if  his  meanest  lamb  should  faint, 
His  bosom  bears  it  home. 

4  Kind  Shepherd  of  the  sheep ! 
A  weakly  flock  are  we ; 

And  snafes  and  foes  are  nigh  ;  but  keep 
The  lambs  who  look  to  thee. 

5  And  if  through  death's  dark  vale 
Our  feet  should  early  tread, 

Oh,  may  we  reach  thy  fold,  and  hail 
Tb  •  love  which  us  hafh  !ed  ' 
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CHRIST,    OUR    FRIEND,    ETC. 
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[P.  252,  II.  403.] 


1  While  my  Redeemer's  near, 
My  shepherd  and  my  guide, 

I  bid  farewell  to  anxious  fear  ; 
My  wants  are  all  supplied. 

2  To  ever  fragrant  meads, 
"Where  rich  abundance  grows, 
His  gracious  hand  indulgent  leads, 
And  guards  my  sweet  repose. 

3  Dear  Shepherd,  if  I  stray, 
My  wandering  feet  restore, 

To  thy  fair  pa-tures  guide  my  way, 
And  let  me  rove  no  more. 
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81. 


[P.  350,  n.  404.] 


1  Jesus,  Ptill  lead  on, 

Till  our  rest  In-  won  ; 
And  although  the  way  be  cheerless, 
We  will  follow,  calm'and  fearkss : 

Guide  as  by  thy  hand 

To  our  Fatherland ! 


2  If  the  way  be  drear, 
If  the  foe  be  near, 

Let  not  faithless  fears  o'crtake  us, 
Let  not  faith  and  hope  forsake  us ; 

For,  through  many  a  foe, 

To  our  home  we  go ! 

3  "When  we  seek  relief 
From  a  long-felt  grief; 

When  temptations  come  alluring, 
Make  us  patient  and  enduring: 
Show  us  that  bright  shore 
"Where  we  weep  no  more ! 

4  Jesus,  still  lead  on, 
Till  our  rest  be  won  ; 

Heavenly  Leader,  still  direct  us, 
Still  support,  console,  protect  us, 

Till  we  safely  stand 

In  our  Fatheriand ! 


DUNDEE.       C.  M. 
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82. 


[P.  411,  n.  1045.] 


1  See  Israel's  gentle  Shepherd  stand 
With  all-engaging  charms ; 

Hark,  how  he  calls  the  tender  lambs, 
And  folds  them  in  his  arms  ! 

2  "  Permit  them  to  approach,"  he  cries, 
"  Nor  scorn  their  humble  name  ; 

For  't  was  to  bless  such  souls  as  these, 
The  Lord  of  angels  came. 

3  We  bring  them.  Lord,  in  thankful  hands, 
And  yield  them  up  to  thee; 

Joyful  that  we  ourselves  are  thine, — 
Thine  let  our  offspring  be. 


CHRIST,    OUR    FRIEND,    ETC. 
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83. 


[P.  398,  II.  10S1.] 


1  See  the  kind  Shepherd,  Jesus,  stands, 
And  calls  his  sheep  by  name  ; 
Gathers  the  feeble  in  his  arms, 

And  feeds  each  tender  lamb. 

2  He  leads  them  to  the  gentle  stream, 
Where  living  water  flows  ; 

And  guides  them  to  the  verdant  fields, 
Where  sweetest  herbage  grows. 

3  When,  wandering  from  the  peaceful  fold, 
We  leave  the  narrow  way, 

Our  faithful  Shepherd  still  is  near, 
To  seek  us  when  we  stray. 

4  The  weakest  lamb  amid  the  flock 
Shall  be  its  Shepherd's  care  ; 
While  folded  in  our  Saviour's  arms, 
We  're  safe  from  every  snare. 


84. 


[P.  393,  II.  10S2.] 


1  There  is  a  little,  lonely  fold, 
Whose  flock  one  Shepherd  keeps, 
Through  su  miner's  heat  andwinter's  cold, 
With  eye  that  never  sleeps. 

2  By  evil  beast,  or  burning  sky, 
Or  damp  of  midnight  air, 

Not  one  in  all  that  flock  shall  die, 
Beneath  that  Shepherd's  care. 

3  For,  if  unheeding  or  beguiled 
In  danger's  path  they  roam, 

His  pity  follows  through  the  wild, 
And  guards  them  safely  home. 

4  O  gentle  Shepherd,  still  behold 
Thy  helpless  charge  in  me ; 
And  take  a  wanderer  to  thy  fold, 
That  trembling  turns  to  thee. 

85.  [P.  398,  II.  1077.] 

1  Dear  Jesus,  ever  at  my  side, 
How  loving  must  thou  be, 


To  leave  thy  home  in  heaven  to  guard 
A  little  child  like  me. 
3  I  can  not  feel  thee  touch  my  hand, 
With  pressure  light  and  mild, 
To  check  me  as  my  mother  did, 
When  I  was  but  a  child. 

3  But  I  have  felt  thee  in  my  thoughts, 
Rebuking  sin  for  me  ; 

And,  when  my  heart  loves  God,  I  know 
The  sweetness  is  from  thee. 

4  And  when,  dear  Saviour,  I  kneel  down, 
Morning  and  night,  to  prayer, 
Something  there  is  within  my  heart, 
Which  tells  me  thou  art  there. 

5  Yes!  when  I  pray,  thou  prayest  too — 
Thy  prayer  is  all  for  me ; 

But  when  I  sleep,  thou  siecpest  not, 
But  Avatchest  patiently. 

6  To  God  the  Father  glory  be, 
And  to  his  only  Son ; 

The  same,  O  Holy  Ghost,  to  thee, 
While  ceaseless  ages  run  ! 


ROCKINGHAM. 
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86.  [P-  71,  II.  1085.] 

1  Jescs,  thou  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
Thy  "  little  flock"  in  safety  keep ; 
These  Iambs  within  thine  arms  now  take, 
Nor  let  them  e'er  thy  fold  forsake. 

2  Secure  them  from  the  scorching  beam, 
And  lead  them  to  the  living  stream ; 
In  verdant  pastures  let  them  lie, 

And  watch  them  with  a  shepherd's  eye! 

3  Oh,  teach  them  to  discern  thy  voice, 
And  in  its  sacred  sound  rejoice ! 
From  strangers  may  they  ever  flee, 
And  know  no  other  guide  but  thee. 

4  Lord,  bring  thy  sheep  that  wander  yet, 
And  let  their  number  be  complete ; 
Then  let  the  flock  from  earth  remove, 
And  reach  the  heavenly  fold  above. 


CHRIST,    OUR    FRIEND,    ETC. 


WARD.      L.  M 


87. 


[P.  405,  II.  1086.] 


1  Dear  Saviour,  if  these  lambs  should  stray 
From  thy  secure  inclosure's  bound, 
And,  lured  by  worldly  joys  away. 
Anions  the  thoughtless  crowd  be  found— 


2  In  all  their  erring,  sinful  years, 
Oh,  let  them  ne'er  forgotten  be  ! 
Remember  all  the  j>rayers  and  tears 
Which  made  them  consecrate  to  thee 


3  And  when  these  lips  no  more  can  pray, 
These  eyes  can  weep  for  them  no  more, 
Turn  thou  their  feet  from  folly's  way  ; 
The  wanderers  to  thy  fold  restore. 


KITTO.      8s  &  5. 
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[P.  -301,  H.  407.] 


1  Sing  of  Jesus,  sing  for  ever 
Of  the  love  that  changes  never: 
"Who  or  what  from  him  can  sever 
Those  he  makes  his  own  ? 


2  With  his  blood  the  Lord  hath  bought 

them  ; 
When  they  knew  him  not,  he  sought 

them, 
And  from  all  their  waud'rings  brought 
them  : 
His  the  praise  alone. 

3  Through  the  desert  Jesus  leads  them, 
With  the  bread  of  heaven  he  feeds  them, 
And  through  all  the  way  he  speeds  them 

To  their  home  above. 

•i  There  they  see  the  Lord  who  bought 
them, 
Him  who  came  from  heaven,  and  sought 

them, 
Him  who  by  his  spirit  taught  them : 
Him  they  serve  and  love. 

5  Sing  of  Jesus,  sing  for  ever, 
Sing  the  love  that  changes  never  : 
"Who  or  what  from  him  can  sever 
Those  he  makes  his  own  ? 


BELGRAVS 
*■*■ 


7s.    Double. 


1  Jesus,  Lover  of  my  soul, 
Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  waters  near  me  roll, 
While  the  tempest  still  is  high  : 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide, 
Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide : 

Oh,  receive  my  souf at  last ! 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none ; 
Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee 
Leave,  ah  !  leave  me  not  alone ; 
Still  support  and  comfort  me : 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed, 
All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring ; 
Cover  my  defenseless  head 
With  the  shadow  of  thv  wimr. 


CHRIST,    OUR    FRIEND,    ETC. 
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GLYN.      6s  &  5s. 
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90.  [P.  234,  II.  413.] 

1  I  close  my  heavy  eye, 
Saviour,  ever  near ! 

I  lift  my  soul  on  high, 
Through  the  darkness  drear: 
Be  thou  my  light,  I  cry, 
Saviour,  ever  clear ! 

2  I  feel  thine  arms  around, 
Saviour,  ever  near ! 
With  thee  if  I  am  found, 
Never  can  I  fear, 
Whatever  ills  abound; — 
Saviour,  ever  dear ! 

3  Thine  is  the  day  and  night, 
Saviour,  ever  near ; 

Thine  is  the  dark  and  light, 
Be  my  covert  here  : 
Oh,  shield  me  with  thy  might, 
Saviour,  ever  dear ! 

4  And  when  I  come  to  die, 
Saviour,  ever  near, 
Receive  my  parting  sigh  ; 
In  the  hour  of  fear, 

Be  to  my  spirit  nigh, 
Saviour,  ever  dear ! 

KELVIN.       83  &  7s. 
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\)l.  [P.  193,  H.  419.] 

1  Always  with  us,  always  with  us  — 
Words  of  cheer  and  words  of  love ; 
Thus  the  risen  Saviour  whispers, 
From  his  dwelling-place  above. 


2  With  us  when  we  toil  in  sadness, 
Sowing  much  and  reaping  none  ; 
Telling  us  that  in  the  future 
Golden  harvests  shall  be  won. 

3  With  us  when  the  storm  is  sweeping 
O'er  our  pathway  dark  and  drear; 
Waking  hope  within  our  bosoms, 
Stilling  every  anxious  fear. 

4  With  us  in  the  lonely  valley, 
When  we  cross  the  chilling  stream ; 
Lighting  up  the  steps  to  glory 
With  salvation's  radiant  beam. 


WHYTE 

L.  M 
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[P.  122,  H.431.J 
mv  soul,  to  joyful  lays, 


92. 

1  Awake, 

And  sing  the  great  Redeemer's  praise  ; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me : 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  free ! 
3  He  saw  me  ruined  in  the  fall, 
Yet  loved  me,  notwithstanding  all ; 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate  : 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  great ! 

3  Though  numerous  hosts  of  mighty  foes, 
Though  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose, 
He  safely  leads  my  soul  along : 

His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  strong! 

4  When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud, 
Has  gathered  thick  and  thundered  loud, 
He  near  my  soul  hath  always  stood  : 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  good  ! 

5  Soon  shall  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale ; 
Soon  all  my  mortal  powers  must  fail: 
Oh,  may  my  last  expiring  breath 

His  loving-kindness  sing" in  death  ! 

6  Then  let  me  mount  and  soar  away 
To  the  bright  world  of  endless  day ; 
And  sing,  with  rapture  and  surprise, 
His  loving-kindness  in  the  skies ! 
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CHRIST,    OUR    FRIEND,    ETC. 


WARWICK.       C.  M, 
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93.  [r.  339,  II  432] 

1  Jesus  !  I  love  thy  charming  name ; 
'T  is  music  to  mine  ear : 

Fain  would  I  sound  it  out  so  loud, 
That  earth  and  heaven  should  hear. 

2  All  that  my  loftiest  powers  can  wish, 
In  thee  doth  richly  meet ; 

Not  to  mine  eyes  is  light  so  deal*, 
Nor  friendship  half  so  sweet. 

3  Thy  grace  still  dwells  upon  my  heart, 
And  sheds  its  fragrance  there — 

The  noblest  balm  of  all  my  wounds, 
The  cordial  of  my  care. 

4  I  '11  speak  the  honors  of  thy  name 
With  my  last  lab'ring  breath ; 

Then,  speechless, clasp  thee  in  mine  arms, 
The  Conqueror  of  death. 


2  I  'd  sing  the  precious  blood  he  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 
Of  sin  and  wrath  divine : 
I  'd  sing  his  glorious  righteousness, 
In  which  all  perfect,  heavenly  dress, 
My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 
I  'd  sing  the  characters  he  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  he  wears, 
Exalted  on  his  throne  : 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 
I  would  to  everlasting  days 
Make  all  his  glories  known. 
Well,  the  delightful  day  will  come, 
When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home, 
And  I  shall  see  his  face ; 
Then  with  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 
A  blest  eternity  I  '11  spend, 
Triumphant  in  his  grace. 

JAYNES.      8s  &  7s.    Double. 
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[P.  37,  II.  433.] 

Oh,  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth, 
Oh,  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth 
Which  in  my  Saviour  shine ! 
I'd  soar,  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings, 
And  vie  with  Gabriel,  while  he  sings, 
In  notes  almost  divine. 
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95.  [P-  192,  II.43S.] 

1  One  there  is,  above  all  others, 
Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend ; 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 
Costly,  free,  and  knoAvs  no  end. 

2  Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us, 
Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood? 
But  our  Jesus  died  to  have  us 
Reconciled  in  him  to  God. 

3  When  he  lived  on  earth  abased, 
Friend  of  sinners  was  his  name ; 
Now  above  all  glory  raised, 

He  rejoices  in  the  same. 

4  Oh,  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften ! 
Teach  us,  Lord,  at  length  to  love ; 
We,  alas  !  forget  too  often 

What  a  Friend  we  have  above. 


THE    HOLY    SPIRIT. 
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96.  [P.  260,  H.  450] 

1  Holt  Spirit !  Love  Divine ! 
Let  thy  light  within  me  shine ; 
Breathe  thyself  into  my  breast 
Earnest  of  immortal  rest. 

2  Let  me  never  from  thee  stray, 
Keep  me  in  the  narrow  way : 
Keep  me  thine,  forever  thine  ; 
Let  thy  love  and  joy  be  mine. 

DENFIELD.      C.  M. 


5  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quickening  powers  ! 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

NORMAN.      6s  &  4s. 
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1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quickening  powers, 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 

In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  Look,  how  we  grovel  here  below,. 
Fond  of  these  trifling  toys! 

Our  souls  can  neither  fly' nor  go 
To  reach  eternal  joys. 

8  In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs ; 
In  vain  we  strive  to  rise : 
Ilosannas  languish  on  our  tongues, 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

1  Dear  Lord !  and  shall  we  ever  live 
At  this  poor  dying  rate  ? 
Our  love  so  faint,"so  cold  to  thee, 
And  thine  to  us  so  great  ? 


98.  [P.  145,  H.  474.] 

1  Come,  thou  Almighty  King, 
Help  us  thy  name  to'sing, 

Help  us  to  praise ! 
Father  all  glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come  and  reign  over  us, 

Ancient  of  days. 

2  Jesus,  our  Lord,  descend ; 
From  all  our  foes  defend. 

Nor  let  us  fall ; 
Let  thine  almighty  aid 
Our  sure  defense  be  made, 
Our  souls  on  thee  be  stayed : 

Lord,  hear  our  call ! 

3  Come,  thou  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  thy  mighty  sword; 

Our  prayer  attend : 
Come,  and  thy  people  bless, 
And  give  thy  word  success : 
Spirit  of  holiness, 

On  us  descend. 
4.  Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear, 

In  this  glad  hour : 
Thou,  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  every  heart, 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power. 
5  To  thee,  great  One  in  Three, 
The  highest  praises  be, 

Hence  evermore ! 
Thy  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see, 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore ! 
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THE    TRINITY 
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99. 


[P.  40S,  H.  470.] 


1  Holy  Father,  hear  my  cry ; 
Holy  Saviour,  bend  thine  ear; 
Holy  Spirit,  come  thou  nigh  : 
Father,  Saviour,  Spirit,  hear  ! 

2  Father,  save  me  from  my  sin ; 
Saviour,  I  thy  mercy  crave  ; 
Gracious  Spirit,  make  me  clean  : 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  save  ! 

3  Father,  let  me  taste  thy  love  ; 
Saviour,  fill  my  soul  with  peace  : 
Spirit,  come  my  heart  to  move  : 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  bless ! 

4  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit — thou 
One  Jehovah,  shed  abroad 
All  thy  grace  within  me  now  ; 
Be  my  Father  and  my  God ! 
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100.  [P.  29,  H.  J 

1  Glory  to  the  Father  give, 
God,  in  whom  we  move  and  live  ! 
Children's  prayers  he  deigns  to  hear 

Children's  songs  delight  his  car. 


3  Glory  to  the  Son  we  bring, 

Christ  our  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ! 
Children  !  raise  your  sweetest  strain 
To  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain. 


Glory  to  the  Holy  Ghost ! 
Be  this  day  a  Pentecost ; 
Children's  minds  may  he  inspire, — 
Touch  their  tongues  with  holy  fire. 

Glorv  in  the  highest  be 

To  the  blessed  Trinity  ! 

For  the  gospel  from  above, 

For  the  word  that  "  God  is  love." 


CECKrCRD.       S.  M. 
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101.  [P-  330,  II.  481.] 

1  Behold,  the  morning  sun 
Begins  his  glorious  way  ; 

His  beams  through  all  the  nations  run, 
And  life  and  light  convey. 

2  But  where  the  Gospel  comes, 
It  spreads  diviner  light ; 

It  calls  dead  sinners" from  their  tombs, 
And  gives  the  blind  their  sight. 


3  Thy  laws  are  just  and  pure, 
Thy  truth  without  deceit ; 
Thy  promises  for  ever  sure, 
And  thy  rewards  are  great. 

-i  My  gracious  God,  how  plain 
Are  thy  directions  given  ; 
Oh,  may  I  never  read  in  vain, 
But  find  the  path  to  heaven  ! 


THE    HOLY    SCRIPTURES. 
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102.  [P.SS,  H.484] 

1  I  love  the  Tolume  of  thy  word ; 
What  light  and  joy  those  leaves  afford 
To  souls  benighted  and  distressed  ! 
Thy  precepts  guide  my  doubtful  way, 
Thy  fear  forbids  my  feet  to  stray, 
Thy  promise  leads  my  heart  to  rest. 

2  Thy  threateninga  wake  my  slumbering 

eyes, 
And  warn  me  where  my  danger  lies ; 
But 't  is  thy  blessed  gospel,  Lord, 
That  makes  my  guilty  conscience  clean, 
Converts  my  soul,  subdues  my  sin, 
And  gives  a  free,  but  large  reward. 

3  Who  knows  the  errors  of  his  thoughts? 
My  God!  forgive  my  secret  faults, 
And  from  presumptuous  sins  restrain : 
Accept  my  poor  attempts  of  praise, 
That  I  have  read  thy  book  of  grace, 
And  book  of  nature  not  in  vain. 
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103.  [P.  214,  H.  4SS.] 

1  How  precious  is  the  book  divine, 
By  inspiration  given ! 

Bright  as  a  lamp,  its  doctrines  shine, 
To  guide  our  souls  to  heaven. 

2  It  sweetly  cheers  our  drooping  hearts, 
In  this  dark  vale  of  tears  ; 

Life,  light,  and  joy  it  still  imparts, 
And  quells  our  rising  fears. 

3  This  lamp,  through  all  the  tedious  nigh' 
Of  life,  shall  guide  our  way  ; 

Till  we  behold  the  clearer  light 
Of  an  eternal  day. 


HOLTHAM.      C.  M. 
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104 


[P.  364,  H.  4S9.] 


1  How  shall  the  young  secure  their  hearts, 
And  guard  their  lives  from  sin  ? 

Thy  word  the  choicest  rules  imparts, 
To  keep  the  conscience  clean. 

2  'T  is  like  the  sun,  a  heavenly  light, 
That  guides  us  all  the  day ; 

And,  through  the  dangers  of  the  night, 
A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 


3  Thy  precepts  make  me  truly  wise  : 
I  hate  the  sinner's  road ; 

I  hate  my  own  vain  thoughts  that  rise, 
But  love  thy  law,  my  God. 

4  Thy  word  is  everlasting  truth, 
How  pure  is  every  page  ! 

That  holy  book  shall  guide  our  youth, 
And  well  support  our  age. 
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CALLS    TO    REPENTANCE. 


MARTYN.      7s.    Double. 
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[P.  170,  H.  509.] 


105.  [P.  890,  II.  491.] 

1  Holt  Bible  !  book  divine ! 
Precious  treasure!  thou  art  mine: 
Mine  to  tell  me  whence  I  came; 
Mine  to  tell  me  what  I  am ; 

2  Mine  to  chide  me  when  I  rove; 
Mine  to  show  a  Saviour's  love; 
Mine  thou  art  to  guide  and  guard ; 
Mine  to  punish  or  reward ; 

3  Mine  to  comfort  in  distress, 
If  the  Holy  Spirit  bless; 
Mine  to  show,  by  living  faith, 
Man  can  triumph  over  death  ; 

4  Mine  to  tell  of  joys  to  come, 
And  the  rebel  sinner's  doom: 
Oh,  thou  holy  book  divine  ! 
Precious  treasure,  thou  art  mine  ! 


BUTLER.      C.  M.     Double, 


1  Ye  wretched,  hungry,  starving  poor, 
Behold  a  royal  feast! 

"Where  mercy  spreads  her  bounteous 

store 
For  every  humble  guest. 

2  See,  Jesus  stands  with  open  arms  ; 
He  calls,  he  bids  you  come  : 

Guilt  holds  you  back,  and  fear  alarms  ; 
But  see,  there  yet  is  room — 

3  Room  in  the  Saviour's  bleeding  heart : 
There  love  and  pity  meet ; 

Nor  will  he  bid  the  soul  depart 
That  trembles  at  his  feet. 

4  Oh,  come,  and  with  his  children  taste 
The  blessings  of  his  love ; 

While  hope  attends  the  sweet  repast 
Of  nobler  joys  above. 

5  There,  with  united  heart  and  voice, 
Before  th'  eternal  throne, 

Ten  thousand  thousand  souls  rejoice 
In  ecstasies  unknown. 

6  And  yet  ten  thousand  thousand  more 
Are  welcome  still  to  come ; 

Ye  longing  souls,  the  grace  adore ; 
Approach,  there  yet  is  room. 


PEKTN.      S.  M. 
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How  gentle  God's  commands ! 

How  kind  his  precepts  are ! 

Come,  cast  your  burdens  on  the  Lord,    j 

And  trust  his  constant  care. 

Beneath  his  watchful  eye 

His  saints  securely  dwell ; 

That  hand  which  bears  all  nature  up, 

Shall  guard  his  children  well. 
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3  Why  should  this  anxious  load 
Press  down  your  weary  inhid? 
Haste  to  your  heavenly  Father's  throne, 
And  swee't  refreshment  iind. 

i  His  goodness  stands  approved, 
Unchanged  from  day  to  day : 
I  '11  drop  my  burden  at  his  feet, 
And  bear  a  song  away. 
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[P   203,11.514] 


108.  [P.  364,  H  512.] 

1  Return,  O  wanderer,  now  return, 
And  seek  thy  Father's  face ! 

Those  new  desires,  which  in  thee  burn, 
Were  kindled  by  his  grace. 

2  Return,  O  wanderer,  now  return ! 
He  hears  thy  humble  sigh  ; 

He  sees  thy  softened  spirit  mourn, 
When  no  one  else  is  nigh. 

3  Return,  O  wanderer,  now  return ! 
Thy  Saviour  bids  thee  live  ; 

Go  to  his  bleeding  feet,  and  learn 
How  freely  he  '11  forgive. 

4  Return,  O  wanderer,  now  return, 
And  wipe  the  falling  tear  ! 

Thy  Father  calls — no  longer  mourn  : 
His  love  invites  thee  near. 


ELTOHD. 
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1  Come,  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice, 
Come,  and  make  my  paths  your  choice  I 
I  will  guide  you  to  your  home  ; 
Weary  wanderer,  hither  come  ! 

2  Thou  who,  homeless  and  forlorn, 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn, 
Long  hast  roamed  the  barren  waste, 
Weary  wanderer,  hither  haste. 

3  Ye  who,  tossed  on  beds  of  pain, 
Seek  for  case,  but  seek  in  vain  ; 
Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn, 

In  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn : — 

4  Hither  come  !  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  Hows  for  every  wound  ; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure, 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  faure. 
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110.  [P.  310,  II.  515.] 

1  To-DAT  the  Saviour  calls : 
Ye  wanderers,  come ! 
Oh,  ye  benighted  souls, 
Why  longer  roam  ? 

2  To-day  the  Saviour  calls : 
Oh,  listen  now ! 
Within  these  sacred  walls 
To  Jesus  bow. 

3  To-day  the  Saviour  calls  : 
For  refuge  fly : 

The  storm  of  justice  falls, 
And  death  is  nigh. 

4  The  Spirit  calls  to  day ; 
Yield  to  his  power ; 

Oh,  grieve  him  not  away ! 
'T  is  mercy's  hour. 


u 
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ERWATT 


111.  [P.  114,  II.  525.] 

1  How  sweetly  flowed  the  gospel  sound 
From  lips  of  gentleness  and  grace, 
When    listening    thousands    gathered 

round, 
And  joy  and  rev'rence  filled  the  place ! 

2  Fromheavenhe  came,of  heaven  he  spoke, 
To  heaven  he  led  his  followers'  way  ; 
Dark  clouds  of  gloomy  night  he  hroke, 
Unvailing  an  immor-tal  day. 

3  "  Come,  wanderers,  to  my  Father's  home; 
Come,  all  ye  weary  ones,  and  rest ;" 
Yes,  sacrecl  Teacher,  we  will  come, 
Obey  thee,  love  thee,  and  be  blest. 
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112.  [P.  86C,  II.  52S.] 

1  "  Come  up  hither ;  come  away  :" 
Thus  the  ransomed  spirits  siug ; 


Here  is  cloudless,  endless  day ; 
Here  is  everlasting  spring. 
Come  up  hither ;  come  and  dwell 
With  the  living  hosts  above ; 
Come,  and  let  your  bosoms  swell 
With  their  burning  songs  of  love. 


Come  up  hither  ;  come  and  share 
All  the  sacred  joys  that  rise, 
Like  an  ocean,  everywhere 
Through  the  myriads  of  the  skies. 
Come  up  hither;  hither  speed: 
Rest  is  found  in  heaven  alone ; 
Here  is  all  the  wealth  you  need ; 
Come  and  make  this  wealth  vour  own. 


ALPHEUS.      C.  M. 
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113. 


[P.  39,  II.  529.] 


1  Come  to  the  ark,  come  to  the  ark ; 
To  Jesus  come  away  : 

The  pestilence  walks  forth  by  night, 
The  arrow  flies  by  day. 

2  Come  to  the  ark ;  the  waters  rise, 
The  seas  their  billows  rear ; 

While  darkness  gathers  o'er  the  skies, 
Behold  a  refuge  near ! 

3  Come  to  the  ark,  all,  all  that  weep 
Beneath  the  sense  of  bin  : 
Without,  deep  calleth  unto  deep, 
But  all  is  peace  within. 

4  Come  to  the  ark,  ere  yet  the  flood 
Your  lingering  steps  oppose  ; 
Come,  for  the  door  which  open  stood 
Is  now  about  to  close. 
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II.  531.] 

1  Come,  -weary  soul?,  with  sin  distressed, 
Come,  and  accept  the  promised  rest ; 
The  Saviour's  gracious  call  obey, 
And  cast  your  gloomy  fears  away. 

2  Oppressed  with  guilt, —  a  painful  load,— 
Oh,  come  and  bow  before  your  God ! 
Divine  compassion,  mighty  love 

"Will  all  the  painful  load  remove. 

3  Here  mercy's  boundless  ocean  flows, 
To  cleanse  your  guilt  and  heal  your  woes ; 
Pardon,  and  life,  and  endless  peace — 
How  rich  the  gift,  how  free  the  grace  ! 

4  Dear  Saviour !  let  thy  powerful  love 
Confirm  our  faith,  our  fears  remove  ; 
Oh,  sweetly  reign  in  every  breast, 
And  guide  us  to  eternal  rest. 


I  bring  relief  to  hearts  oppressed ; 
O  weary  sinner,  come  ! 

3  Come,  leave  thy  burden  at  the  cross ; 
Count  all  thy  gains  but  empty  dross; 
My  grace  repays  all  earthly  loss : 
O  needy  sinner,  come ! 

3  Come,  hither  bring  thy  boding  fears, 
Thine  aching  heart,  thy  bursting  tears  ; 
'T  is  mercy's  voice  salutes  thine  ears : 
O  trembling  sinner,  come ! 

4  "  The  Spirit  and  the  bride  say,  Come :" 
Rejoicing  saints  reecho,  Come  ! 

"Who  faints,  who  thirsts,  who  will,  may 

come ; 
Thv  Saviour  bids  thee  come. 


OLNEY.      S.  M. 
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[P.  332,  II.  532.] 

1  Burdexed  with  guilt,  wouldst  thou  be 
blest  ? 
Trust  not  the  world ;  it  gives  no  rest : 
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116. 


[P.  119,  H.  533.] 


1  Give  to  the  Lord  thine  heart ; 
In  him  all  pleasures  meet ; 
Oh,  come  and  choose  the  better  part, 
Low  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 


Hear,  and  your  soul  shall  live ; 
His  peace  shall  be  your  stay — 
Peace,  which  the  world  can  never  give, 
Can  never  take  away. 

3  Go  with  him  to  his  cross, 
Go  with  him  to  his  tomb ; 

Your  richest  gain  account  but  loss, 
And  tarry  till  he  come. 

4  Then,  when  vou  hear  his  voice, 
Your  faithful  Shepherd's  call, 
Lift  up  your  heads,  in  him  rejoice, 
Your  God,  your  Guide,  your  All ! 


46 


CALLS    TO    REPENTANCE. 


ELTON 


[P.  1SS,  II.  53S.] 

1  HASTE,trav'ler,haste !  the  night  comes  on, 
And  many  a  shining  hour  is  gone ; 

The  storm  is  gathering  in  the  west, 
And  thou  art  far  from  home  and  rest : 
Haste,  trav'ler,  haste ! 

2  The  rising  tempest  sweeps  the  sky ; 
The  rains  descend,  the  winds  are  high  ; 
The  waters  swell,  and  death  and  fear 
Beset  thy  path ;  no  refuge  near  : 

Haste,  trav'ler,  haste ! 

3  Haste,  while  a  shelter  you  may  gain, — 
A  covert  from  the  wind  and  ruin, — 

A  hiding-place,  a  rest,  a  home, — 
A  refuge  from  the  wrath  to  come  : 
Haste,  trav'ler,  haste ! 

4  Then  linger  not  in  all  the  plain ; 
Flee  for  thy  life — the  mountain  gain  ; 
Look  not  behind;  make  no  delay; 
Oh,  speed  thee,  speed  thee  on  thy  way ! 

Haste,  trav'ler,  haste ! 
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Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
Hear  and  obey. 

2  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
"Why  wilt  thou  die  ! 
Come,  while  thou  canst  borrow 
Help  from  on  high  : 
Grieve  not  that  love, 
"Which,  from  above, 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
Would  bring  thee  nigh. 

LESLIE.      S.  M.    Double. 


118.  [P-  243,  II .512.] 

1  CniLD  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
Filled  with  dismay, 
"Wait  not  for  to-morrow, 
Yield  thee  to-day : 
Heaven  bids  thee  come, 
While  yet  there  's  room ; 


[P.  104,  II.  551.] 

1  I  was  a  wandering  sheep, 
I  did  not  love  the" fold, 

I  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 
I  would  not  be  controlled. 

2  I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  did  not  love  my  home, 

I  did  not  love  my  Father's  voice ; 

1  loved  afar  to  roam. 

3  The  Shepherd  sought  his  sheep, 
The  Father  sought  his  child ; 
They  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 
O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild. 

4  They  found  me  nigh  to  death, 
Famished,  and  faint,  and  lone ; 

They  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love ; 
They  saved  the  wandering  one. 

5  Jesus  my  Shepherd  is, 

'T  was  he  that  loved  my  soul, 

'Twas  he  that  washed  me  in  his  blood, 

'T  was  he  that  made  me  whole. 

6  'T  was  he  that  sought  the  lost, 
That  found  the  wandering  sheep; 

'T  was  he  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 
'Tia  he  that  still  doth  keep. 
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7  I  was  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  would  not  be  controlled; 

But  now  I  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  the  fold ! 

8  I  was  a  wayward  child  ; 

I  once  preferred  to  roam ; 

But  now  I  love  my  Father's  voice, — 

I  love,  I  love  his  home  ! 

E0YL3T0EJ".      S.  M. 


120.  [P.  236,  11.555] 

1  Is  this  the  kind  return  ? 

Are  these  the  thanks  we  owe  ? 
Thus  to  abuse  eternal  Love, 
Whence  all  our  blessings  flow  ? 

2  To  what  a  stubborn  frame 
Hath  sin  reduced  our  mind  ! 

"What  strange  rebellious  wretches  we  ! 
And  God  as  strangely  kind  ! 
Turn,  turn  us,  mighty  God ! 
And  mold  our  souls  afresh ; 
Break,  sovereign  Grace  !  these  hearts  of 
And  give  us  hearts  of  flesh.  [stone, 

4  Let  past  ingratitude 
Provoke  our  weeping  eyes, 
And  hourly,  as  new  mercies  fall, 
Let  hourly  thanks  arise. 

BERNE.      L.  M. 
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121.  [P-  318,  H  556] 

1  God  calling  yet ! — shall  I  not  hear? 
Earth's  pleasures  shall  I  still  hold  dear  ? 
Shall  life's  swift  passing  years  all  fly, 
And  still  my  soul  in  slumbers  lie  ? 


2  God  calling  yet !— shall  I  not  rise  ? 
Can  I  his  loving  voice  despise, 
And  basely  his  kind  care 


He  calls  me  still : 


id  care  repay  ? 
caul  delay? 


3  God  calling  yet!— and  shall  he  knock, 
And  I  my  heart  the  closer  lock  ? 

He  still  is  waiting  to  receive, 
And  shall  I  dare  his  Spirit  grieve  ? 

4  God  calling  yet !— and  shall  I  give 
No  heed,  but  still  in  bondage  live  ? 

I  wait,  but  he  does  not  forsake  ; 
He  calls  me  still !— my  heart,  awake! 

5  God  calling  yet !— I  can  not  stay  ; 
My  heart  I  yield  without  delay. 

Vain  world,  farewell !  from  thec  I  part ; 
The  voice  of  God  hath  reached  my  heart ! 


ELLIOT. 
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122.  [P.  352,  BT.  559.] 

1  Just  as  I  am,  without  one  pica, 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  thou  bid'st  me  come  to  thec, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

2  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 

To  thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  [spot, 

3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  within,  and  fears  without, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

4  Just  as  I  am — poor,  wretched,  blind  ; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  thee  to  find 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

5  Just  as  I  am — thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve; 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

6  Just  as  I  am — thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down  ; 
Now,  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 
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123. 


[P.  174,  H.  562.] 


1  Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed? 
And  did  my  Sovereign  die  ? 
Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 
He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity !  grace  unknown  ! 
And  love  beyond  degree ! 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 
And  shut  his  glories  in, 

When  God,  the  mighty  Maker,  died 
For  man  the  creature's  sin. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face, 
While  his  dear  cross  appears  ; 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe ; 

Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away ; 
'T  is  all  that  I  can  do. 


SICILY.      8s  &  7s. 
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[P.  235,  H.  570.] 

1  Take  my  heart,  O  Father,  take  it ! 
Make  and  keep  it  all  thine  own  ; 
Let  thy  Spirit  melt  and  break  it — 
This  proud  heart  of  sin  and  stone. 

3  Father,  make  it  pure  and  lowly, 
Foud  of  peace,  and  far  from  strife ; 
Turning  from  the  paths  unholy 
Of  this  Vain  and  sinful  life. 

3  Ever  let  thy  grace  surround  it ; 
Strengthen  it  with  power  divine, 
Till  thy  cords  of  love  have  bound  it: 
Make  it  to  be  wholly  thine. 

i  May  the  blood  of  Jems  heal  it, 
And  its  sins  be  all  forgiven ; 
Holy  Spirit,  take  and  seal  it, 
Guide  it  in  the  path  to  heaven. 

EFFNER. 


125.  [P.  286,  n.  599.] 

1  Out  of  the  depths  of  woe, 
To  thee,  O  Lord  !  I  cry ; 
Darkness  surrounds  me,  yet  I  know 
That  thou  art  ever  nigh. 

2  I  cast  my  hopes  on  thee ; 
Tbou  canst,  thou  wilt  forgive; 
If  thou  shouldst  mark  iniquity, 
Who  in  thy  sight  could  live  ? 

3  I  wait  for  thee ;  I  wait, 
Confessing  all  my  sin : 

Lord !  I  am  knocking  at  thy  gate ; 
Open,  and  take  me  in. 

4  Glory  to  God  above ! 

The  waten  soon  will  cease ; 
For  lo !  the  swift-returning  dovo 
Brings  home  the  pledge  of  peaca 

5  Though  storms  his  face  obscure, 
And  dangers  threaten  loud, 
Jehovah's  covenant  is  sure, 

His  bow  is  in  the  cloud! 


PENITENCE    AND    WATCHFULNESS. 
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2  Oh,  watch,  and  light,  and  pray ! 
The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er; 
Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 
And  help  divine  implore." 

3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won, 
Nor  once  at  ease  .sit  down; 

Thy  arduous  work  will  not  be  done 
Till  thou  obtain  thy  crown. 

4  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 
Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God! 

He  '11  take  thee  at  thy  parting  breath, 
Up  to  his  blest  abode. 


126. 


[P.  403,  H.  C04.J 


1  Depth  of  mercy! — can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me  ? 
Can  my  God  his  wrath  forbear  ? 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare  ? 

2  I  have  scorned  the  Son  of  God, 
Trampled  on  his  precious  blood, 
Would  not  hearken  to  his  calls, 
Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

3  Lord,  incline  me  to  repent ; 
Let  me  now  my  fall  lament — 
Deeply  my  revolt  deplore, 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 

4  Still  for  me  the  Saviour  stands, 
Shows  his  wounds,and  spreads  his  hands : 
God  is  love  !  I  know,  I  feel ; 

Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 

LABAN.      S.  M. 
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127. 


[P.  107,  II.  636.] 


1  Mr  soul !  be  on  thy  guard ; 
Ten  thousand  foes  arise ; 
The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 
To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 
4 


128.  [P.  392,  H.  640.] 

1  I  will  love  thee,  all  my  treasure ; 
I  will  love  thee,  all  my  "strength; 
I  will  love  thee  without  measure, 
And  without  a  stain  at  length : 

I  will  love  thee,  Light  Divine, 
Till  I  die  and  find  thee  mine ! 

2  I  will  praise  thee,  Sun  of  Glory ! 
For  the  bliss  thy  beams  have  brought 
I  will  praise  thee,  will  adore  thee, 
For  the  light  I  long  had  sought ; 
Praise  thee  that  thy  words  so  blest 
Soothed  my  troubled  soul  to  rest ! 

3  Be  my  heart  more  warmly  glowing, 
Sweet  and  calm  the  tears  I  shed  ; 
And  its  love,  its  ardor,  showing, 
Let  my  spirit  onward  tread : 

Near  to  thee,  and  nearer  still, 
Draw  this  heart,  this  mind,  this  wilL 

4  I  will  love  in  joy  or  sorrow ! 
While  I  in  this  body  dwell ; 

I  will  love  to-day,  tb-niorrow, 
With  a  love  no  words  can  tell : 
I  will  love  thee.  Light  Divine, 
Till  I  die,  and  find  thee  mine  ! 
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BARTIMEUS.      8s  &  7s. 


[P.  173,  II.  64S.] 


1  Come,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 
Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace  ; 
Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing, 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 

2  Teach  me  some  melodious  measure, 
Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above ; 
Oh  the  vast,  the  boundless  treasure 
Of  thy  free,  unchanging  love ! 

3  Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God  ; 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 
Interposed  his  precious  blood. 

4  Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 
Daily  I  in  constrained  to  be  !• 
Let  thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter, 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thee. 

5  Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it ; 
Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love  ; 

Here 's  my  heart ;  oh,  take  and  seal  it,- 
Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above ! 


8s  &  7s. 
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130. 


[P.  218,  n.  649.] 


1  I  would  love  thee,  God  and  Father 
My  Redeemer,  and  my  King ! 


I  would  love  thee ;  for  without  thee, 
Life  is  but  a  bitter  thing. 

2  I  would  love  thee ;  every  blessing 
Flows  to  me  from  out  thy  throne  : 

I  would  love  thee — he  who  loves  thee 
Never  feels  himself  alone. 

3  I  would  love  thee ;  look  upon  mc, 
Ever  guide  me  with  thine  eye  : 

I  would  love  thee ;  if  not  nourished 
By  thy  love,  my  soul  would  die. 

4  I  would  love  thee ;  may  thy  brightness 
Dazzle  my  rejoicing  eyes  ! 

I  would  love  thee ;  may  thy  goodness 
Watch  from  heaven  o'er  all  I  prize. 

5  I  would  love  thee,  I  have  vowed  it ; 
On  thy  love  my  heart  is  set; 
While  I  love  thee,  I  will  never 

My  Redeemer's  blood  forget. 


ANLEY.      8s  &  7s.     Double. 
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131.  [P.  234,  II.  759.] 

1  Gently,  Lord !  oh,  gently  lead  us 
Through  this  lonely  vale  of  tears; 
Through  the  changes  thou  'st  decreed  us, 
Till  our  last  great  change  appears 
When  temptation's  darts  assail  us, 
When  in  devious  paths  we  stray, 
Let  thy  goodness  never  fail  us  ; 
Lead  us  in  thy  perfect  way. 

3  In  the  hour  of  pain  and  anguish, 
In  the  hour  when  death  thaws  near, 
Suffer  not  our  hearts  to  languish, 
Suffer  not  our  souls  to  fear : 
And,  when  mortal  life  is  ended, 
Bid  us  on  thy  bosom  rest ; 
Till,  by  angels-bands  attended, 
We  awake  anions:  the  blest. 
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132. 


[P.  223,  II.  773.] 


1  If  through  unruffled  seas 
Toward  heaven  we  calmly  sail, 
With  grateful  hearts,  O  God,  to  thee, 
We  '11  own  the  fostering  gale. 

2  But  should  the  surges  rise, 
And  rest  delay  to  come, 

Blest  be  the  sorrow,  kind  the  storm, 
Which  drives  us  nearer  home. 

3  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 
All  yield  to  thy  control ; 

Thy  tender  mercies  shall  illume 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 

4  Teach  us,  in  every  state, 
To  make  thy  wilf  our  own; 

And,  when  the  joys  of  sense  depart, 
To  live  by  faith  alone. 

BREMEN.      S.  M.    Double. 
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By  clay,  by  night,  at  home,  abroad, 
I  would  be  still  with  thee  : 

2  With  thee,  when  dawn  comes  in, 
And  calls  me  back  to  care  ; 
Each  day  returning  to  begin 
With  thee,  my  God,  in  prayer  : 

3  With  thee,  amid  the  crowd 
That  throngs  the  busy  mart, 

To  hear  thy  voice,  'inid  clamor  loud, 
Speak  softly  to  my  heart : 

4  With  thee,  when  day  is  done, 
And  evening  calms  the  mind  : 
The  setting  as  the  rising  sun 
With  thee  my  heart  would  lind : 

5  With  thee,  when  darkness  brings 
The  signal  of  repose  ; 

Calm  in  the  shadow  of  thy  wings, 
Mine  eyelids  I  would  close  ; 
0  With  thee,  in  thee,  by  faith 
Abiding  I  would  be  ; 
By  day,  by  night,  in  life,  in  death, 
I  would  be  still  with  thee. 


NAOMI.      C.  M. 
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133. 


[P.  222,  II.  784.] 


1  Still  with  thee,  0  my  God, 
I  would  desire  to  be ; 


134.  Lp  1W,  H.846] 

1  Dear  Father,  to  thy  mercy-scat 
My  soul  for  shelter  flies  : 

'T  is  here  I  find  a  safe  retreat 
When  storms  and  tempests  rise. 

2  My  cheerful  hope  can  never  die, 
If  thou,  my  God,  art  near  ; 

Thy  grace  "can  raise  my  comforts  high, 
And  banish  ever}-  fear. 

;  3  My  great  Protector,  and  my  Lord, 
Thy  constant  aid  impart ; 
Oh,  let  thy  kind,  thy  gracious  word 
Sustain  my  trembling  heart ! 

4  Oh,  never  let  my  soul  remove 
From  this  divine  retreat ; 
Still  let  me  trust  thy  power  and  love, 
And  dwell  beneath  thy  feet. 
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BYRD.      C.  M.     Double 
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135. 


[p.  i9i,  n.  looi.] 


1  My  God,  my  Father,  blissful  name! 
Oh,  may  I  call  thee  mine? 

May  I  with  sweet  assurance  claim 
A  portion  so  divine  ? 

2  "Whate'er  thy  providence  denies 
I  calmly  would  resign  ; 

For  thou  art  good,  and  just,  and  wise : 
Oh,  bend  my  will  to  thine ! 

3  "Whate'er  thy  sacred  will  ordains, 
Oh,  give  me  strength  to  bear  ! 
And  let  me  know  my  Father  reigns, 
And  trust  his  tender  care. 

4  Thy  sovereign  ways  are  all  unknown 
To  my  weak,  erring  sight ; 

Yet  let  my  soul  adoring  own 
That  all  thy  ways  are  right. 


WILTZ.      6s.     Double. 
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[P.  265,  H.  660.] 


1  Mr  soul  doth  long  for  thee 
To  dwell  within  my  breast ; 
Unworthy  though  I  be 

Of  so  divine  a  Guest  I 

2  Of  so  divine  a  Guest 
Unworthy  though  I  be, 
Yet  hath  my  heart  no  rest 
Until  it  come  to  thee ! 

3  Until  it  come  to  thee, 
In  vain  I  look  around  ; 
In  all  that  I  can  see, 
No  rest  is  to  be  found! 

4  No  rest  is  to  be  found, 
But  in  thy  bleeding  love  : 
Oh,  let  my  wish  be  crowned, 
And  send  it  from  above ! 
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[P.  406,  IT.  666.] 


Tnou,  O  Lord,  wilt  never  leave  me, 
Thou  wilt  never  me  foreake  ; 
Thou  wilt  keep,  and  thou  wilt  save 
"While  thy  word  my  guide  I  make: 

Save  "from  evil 
For  thy  name  and  mercy's  sake  ! 


LOVE    TOWARD    GOD. 


53 


2  When  my  soul  is  dark  and  clouded,         i 
Torn  with  doubt,  and  worn  with  care, 
Through  the  vail  by  which  't  is  shrouded,  ! 
Light  from  heaven  will  soon  appear ; 

And  thy  presence 
Banish  every  doubt  and  fear. 

3  When  my  sky  above  is  glowing, 
And  around  me  all  is  bright ; 
Pleasure,  like  a  river  flowing, 
Fills  my  soul  with  sweet  delight : 

Thou  wilt  keep  me, 
Thou  wilt  guide  my  steps  aright. 

4  When  my  feeble  flame  is  dying, 
And  my  soul  about  to  soar 

To  that  land  where  pain  and  sighing 
Shall  be  heard  and  known  no  more, 

Thou  wilt  fill  me 
With  thy  presence  evermore. 


HARDY.      C.  M. 
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138.  [P.  55,  II.  66$.] 

1  Dear  Refuge  of  my  weary  soul, 
On  thee,  when  sorrows  rise — 

|:  On  thee,  when  waves  of  trouble  roll,  :J 
My  fainting  hope  relies. 

2  To  thee  I  tell  each  rising  grief, 
For  thou  alone  canst  heal ; 

j:  Thy  word  can  bring  a  sweet  relief  :| 
For  every  pain  I  feel. 

3  Hast  thou  not  bid  me  seek  thy  face  ? 
And  shall  I  seek  in  vain  ? 

J:  And  can  the  car  of  sovereign  grace  :J 
Be  deaf  when  I  complain  ? 

4  No  :  still  the  ear  of  sovereign  grace 
Attends  the  mourner's  prayer ; 

I:  Oh,  may  I  ever  find  access  :J 
To  breathe  my  sorrows  there  ! 


5  Thy  mercy-seat  is  open  still ; 

Here  let  my  soul  retreat, 
|:  With  humble  hope  attend  thy  will,  :J 

And  wait  beneath  thy  feet.    "     * 
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[P.  ISO,  H.  673.] 


1  In  heavenly  love  abiding, 

No  change  my  heart  shall  fear, 
And  safe  is  such  confiding, 
For  nothing  changes  here  : 
The  storm  may  roar  without  me, 
My  heart  may  low  be  laid, 
But  God  is  round  about  me, 
And  can  I  be  dismayed '? 

2  Wherever  he  may  guide  me, 
No  want  shall  turn  me  back; 
My  Shepherd  is  beside  me, 
And  nothing  can  I  lack  : 
His  wisdom  ever  waketh, 
His  sight  is  never  dim  : 

He  knows  the  way  he  taketh, 
And  I  will  walk  with  him. 

3  Green  pastures  are  before  me, 
Which  yet  I  have  not  seen ; 
Bright  skies  will  soon  be  o'er  me, 
Where  darkest  clouds  have  been  : 
My  hope  I  cannot  measure  ; 

My  path  to  life  is  free ; 

My  Saviour  has  my  treasure, 

And  he  will  walk  with  me. 
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SEVERN.      6s  &  5s. 


[P.  2S5,  n.  679.] 

1  Oil,  let  him  whose  sorrow 
No  relief  can  lind, 
Trust  iu  God,  and  borrow 
Ease  for  heart  and  mind  ! 
"Where  the  mourner,  weeping-. 
Sheds  the  secret  tear, 

God  his  watch  is  keeping, 
Though  none  else  is  near. 

2  God  will  never  leave  us ; 
All  our  wants  he  knows  ; 
Feels  the  pains  that  grieve  us, 
Sees  our  cares  and  woes  : 
When  in  grief  we  languish, 
He  will  dry  the  tear 

"Who  his  children's  anguish 
Soothes  with  succor  hear. 

3  All  our  woe  and  sadness 
In  this  world  below, 
Equal  not  the  gladness 

We  in  heaven  shall  know, — 
When  our  gracious  Saviour, 
In  the  realms  above, 
Crowns  us  with  his  favor, 
Fills  us  with  his  love. 


ALPHEUS.       C.  M. 
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2  Nor  voice  can  sing,  nor  heart  can  frame. 
Nor  can  the  memory  find 
A  sweeter  sound  than  thy  blest  name, 
O  Saviour  of  mankind  ! 

C  O  Hope  of  every  contrite  heart, 
O  Joy  of  all  the  meek! 
To  those  who  fall,  how  kind  thou  art, 
How  good  to  those  who  seek ! 

And  those  who  find  thee,  find  a  bliss 
Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show  : 
The  love  of  Jesus — what  it  is, 
None  but  his  loved  ones  know. 

Jesus,  our  only  joy  be  thou ! 

As  thou  our  prize  wilt  be  ; 
Jesus,  be  thou  our  glory  now, 
And  through  eternity ! 


BARROW.      C.  M. 
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141.  [P.  120.  IT.  CS7.] 

1  Jesus  !  the  very  thought  of  thee 
"With  gladness  fills  my  breast ; 
But  dearer  far  thy  face  to  see, 
And  in  thy  presence  rest. 


142.  LP-  33S,  H.  6S9.] 

1  Jesus,  these  eyes  have  never  seen 
That  radiant  form  of  thine  ! 

The  vail  of  sense  hangs  dark  between 
Thy  blessed  face  and  mine ! 

2  I  see  thee  not,  I  hear  thee  not, 
Yet  art  thou  oft  with  me ; 

And  earth  hath  ne'er  so  dear  a  spot, 
As  where  I  meet  with  thee. 

3  Like  some  bright  dream  that  comes  un- 

sought, 
When  slumbers  o'er  me  roll, 
Thine  image  ever  fills  my  thought, 
And  charms  my  ravished  soul. 

4  Yet  though  I  have  not  seen,  and  still 
Must  rest  in  faith  alone ; 

I  love  thee,  dearest  Lord! — and  will, 
Unseen,  but  not  Unknown. 

5  When  death  these  mortal  eyes  shall  seal, 
And  still  this  throbbing  heart, 

The  rending  vail  shall  thee  reveal, 
All  glorious  as  thou  art ! 
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143.  [P.  325,  H.  691.] 

1  I  love  the  Lord  who  died  for  me  ; 
I  love  his  grace  divine  and  free ; 

I  love  his  word,  for  there  I  read 
That  he  loved  me,  and  for  me  bled. 

2  I  love  to  hear  that  he  "was  slain ; 
I  love  his  every  grief  and  pain  ; 
I  love  to  think  on  him  by  faith, 
And  muse  upon  his  cruel  death. 

S  I  love  his  people  and  their  ways  ; 
I  love  with  them  to  pray  and  praise  ; 
I  love  the  Father  and  the  Son  ; 
I  love  the  Spirit  he  sent  down. 

4  I  love  to  think  the  time  will  come 
When  I  shall  be  with  him  at  home- 
When  I  shall  love  as  he  loves  me, 
And  praise  him  through  eternity. 


BECKFOED.       S.  M. 
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144.  [P.  331,  n.  762.] 

1  My  spirit,  on  thy  care, 
Blest  Saviour,  I  recline ; 


Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  to  despair,' 
For  thou  art  Love  divine. 

2  In  thee  I  place  my  trust ; 
On  thee  I  calmly  rest : 

I  know  thee  good,  1  know  thee  just, 
And  count  thy  choice  the  beat. 

3  Whate'cr  events  betide, 
Thy  will  they  all  perform  ; 

Safe  in  thy  breast  my  head  I  hide, 
Nor  fear  the  coming  storm. 

4  Let  good  or  ill  befall, 

It  must  be  good  for  me, — 
Secure  of  having  thee  in  all, 
Of  having  all  in  thee. 


LORAINE.      7s.    6  lines. 
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145.  [P.  101,  H.  764.] 

1  Saviour  !  happy  would  I  be, 
If  I  could  but  trust  in  thee  ; 
Trust  thy  wisdom  me  to  guide ; 
Trust  thy  goodness  to  provide ; 
Trust  thy  saving  love  and  power ; 
Trust  thee  every  day  and  hour; 

2  Trust  thee  as  the  only  light 
In  the  darkest  hour  of  night ; 
Trust  in  sickness,  trust  in  health ; 
Trust  in  poverty  and  wealth ; 
Trust  in  joy,  and  trust  in  grief; 
Trust  thy  promise  for  relief: 

3  Trust  thy  blood  to  cleanse  my  soul ; 
Trust  thy  grace  to  make  me  whole ; 
Trust  thee  living,  dying  too  ; 
Trust  thee  all  my  journey  through ; 
Trust  thee  till  my  feet  shall  be 
Planted  on  the  crvstal  sea ! 
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2  How  happy  are  the  saints  above 
Who  once  went  sorrowing  here ; 
But  now  they  taste  unmingled  love, 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 

3  The  consecrated  cross  I'll  bear, 
Till  death  shall  set  me  free, 

And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear, 
For  there 's  a  crown  for  me ! 


WILTZ.       63.     Double. 


146.  [P.  105,  H.  852.] 

1  There  is  an  eye  that  never  sleeps 
Beneath  the  wing  of  night ; 
There  is  an  ear  that  never  shuts, 
When  sink  the  beams  of  light. 

2  There  is  an  arm  thai  never  tires, 
When  human  strength  gives  way; 
There  is  a  love  that  never  fails, 
When  earthly  loves  decay. 

3  That  eye  is  fixed  on  seraph  throngs ; 
That  arm  upholds  the  sky  ; 

That  ear  is  tilled  with  angel  songs ; 
That  love  is  throned  on  high. 

4  But  there  's  a  power  which  man  can  wield 
When  mortal  aid  is  vain. 

That  eye,  that  arm,  that  love  to  reach, 
That  listening  ear  to  gain. 

5* That  power  is  prayer,  which   soars   on 
high, 
Through  Jesus,  to  the  throne  ;     [world ; 
And  moves  the  hand  which  moves  the 
To  bring  salvation  down  ! 

*  Repeat  the  last  half  of  the  tune  for  this  rerse. 
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[P.  2G3,  II.  804.] 


147.  [P.  155,  II.  -01.] 

1  Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone, 
And  all  the  world  go  free  ? 
No  :  there 'b  a  cross  for  every  one, 
And  there 's  a  cross  for  me.  " 


1  I  feel  within  a  want 
For  ever  burning  there  ; 
What  I  so  thirst  for,  grant, 

0  thou  who  hearest  prayer ! 

2  This  is  the  thing  I  crave  : 
A  likeness  to  thy  Son  ; 
This  would  I  rather  have 
Than  call  the  world  my  own. 

3  Like  him,  now  in  my  vouth, 

1  long,  O  God,  to  be,— 
In  tenderness  and  truth, 
In  sweet  humility. 

1  Tis  my  most  fervent  prayer: 
Be  it  more  fervent  still — 
Be  it  my  highest  care  ; 
Be  it  my  settled  will! 
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AGITOL.      S.  M.     Double. 


DENFIELD.      C.  M. 
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[P.  236,  H.  S17.] 


1  Let  sinners  take  their  course, 
And  choose  the  road  to  death  ; 
But  in  the  worship  of  my  God 
I  '11  spend  my  daily  breath. 

2  My  thoughts  address  his  throne, 
When  morning  brings  the  light ; 
I  seek  his  blessing  every  noon, 
And  pay  my  vows  at  night. 

3  Thou  wilt  regard  my  cries, 
O  my  eternal  God! 

While  sinners  perish  in  surprise, 
Beneath  thine  angry  rod. 

4  Because  they  dwell  at  ease, 
And  no  sad  changes  feel, 

They  neither  fear  nor  trust  thy  name, 
Nor  learn  to  do  thy  will. 


But  I,  with  all  my  cares, 

Will  lean  upon  the  Lord  ; 

I  '11  cast  my  burden  on  his  arm, 

And  rest  upon  his  word. 

His  arm  shall  well  sustain 

The  children  of  his  love  ; 

The  ground  on  which  their  safety  stands, 

No  earthly  power  can  move. 
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[P.  238,  II.  820.] 


1  What  shall  I  render  to  my  God 
For  all  his  kindness  shown  ? 
My  feet  shall  visit  thine  abode, 
My  songs  address  thy  throne. 


2  Among  the  saints  that  fill  thy  house, 
My  offerings  shall  be  paid  ; 
There  shall  my  zeal  perform  the  vows 
My  soul  in  anguish  made. 


How  much  is  mercy  thy  delight, 
Thou  ever  blessed  God  ! 
How  dear  thy  servants  in  thy  sight ! 
How  precious  is  their  blood ! 


4  How  happy  all  thy  servants  are  ! 
How  great  thy  grace  to  me ! 
My  life,  which  thou  hast  made  thy  care, 
Lord,  I  devote  to  thee. 


5  Now  I  am  thine,  for  ever  thine, 
Nor  shall  my  purpose  move ! 
Thy  hand  hath  loosed  my  bonds  of  pain, 
And  bound  me  with  thy  love. 


6  Here  in  thy  courts  I  leave  my  vow, 
And  thy  rich  grace  record ; 
Witness,  ye  saints,  who  hear  me  now, 
If  I  forsake  the  Lord. 
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3  Take  away  my  erring  will ; 
All  my  wayward  passions  kill ; 
Tear  my  heart  from  out  my  heart, 
Though  it  cost  me  bitter  smart. 

4  Fain  were  I  of  self  bereft, 
Naught  but  thee  within  me  left ; 
Living  sacrifice  I  am, 
Offered  only  in  thy  name. 

JAYNES.       85  &  7s.     Double. 
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151.  [P.  225,  H.  822.] 

1  O  Lord,  thy  heavenly  grace  impart, 
And  fix  my  frail,  inconstant  heart ; 
Henceforth  my  chief  delight  shall  be 
To  dedicate  myself  to  thee. 

2  "What e'er  pursuits  my  time  employ, 
One  thought  shall  fill  my  soul  with  joy ; 
That  silent,  secret  thought  shall  be, 
That  all  my  hopes  are  fixed  on  thee. 

3  Thy  glorious  eye  pervadeth  space ; 
Thy  presence,  Lord,  fills  every  place  ; 
And,  wheresoe'er  my  lot  may  be, 
Still  shall  my  spirit  cleave  to  thee. 

4  Renouncing  every  worldly  thing, 
And  safe  beneath  thy  sheltering  wing, 
My  sweetest  thought  henceforth  shall  be, 
That  all  I  want  I  find  in  thee. 

PLEYEL. 
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152.  [P.  409,  H.  841.] 

1  Jesus,  who  upon  the  tree 
AVast  an  offering  fur  me, 

Take  this  throbbing  heart  of  mine, — 
Lay  it  on  thy  holy  shrine. 

2  As  thy  love  acccpteth  naught, 
Save  what  love  itself  hath  wrought, 
Offer  thou  my  sacrifice, 

Else  to  heaven  it  can  not  rise. 


153.  [P  102,  11.907.] 

1  Love  divine,  all  love  excelling, 
Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down ! 
Fix  in  us  thy  humble  dwelling; 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown  : 
Jesus  !  thou  art  all  compassion ; 
Pure,  unbounded  love  thou  art : 
Visit  us  with  thy  salvation; 
Enter  every  longing  heart. 

2  Come,  Almighty,  to  deliver, 
Let  us  all  thy  grace  receive ; 
Hasten  thy  return,  and  never, 
Never  more  thy  temples  leave! 
Dwell  in  us,  with  thy  rich  blessing, 
Dwell  in  us  with  all  th}'  love ; 

"We  will  praise  thee  without  ceasing; 
Serve  thee  as  thy  hosts  above. 

3  Finish,  Lord,  thy  new  creation; 
Pure  and  spotless  may  we  be : 
Let  us  see  thy  great  salvation 
Perfectly  restored  in  thee: 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 
Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place ; 
Till  we  east  our  crowns  before  thee, 
Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 
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BAYTON.      C.  M. 


154. 


[P.  39S,  II.  10S0.] 


1  How  glorious  is  our  heavenly  King, 
Who  reigns  above  the  sky  ! 

How  shall  a  child  presume  to  sing 
His  dreadful  majesty? 

2  How  great  his  power  is,  none  can  tell, 
Nor  think  how  large  his  grace  : 

Not  men  below,  nor  saints  that  dwell 
On  high  before  his  face. 

3  Not  angels  that  stand  round  the  Lord 
Can  search  his  sacred  will ; 

But  they  perform  his  holy  word, 
And  sing  his  praises  still. 

4  Then  let  me  join  this  heavenly  train, 
And  my  first  offerings  bring ; 

TV  eternal  God  will  not  disdain 
To  hear  an  infant  sing. 

5  My  heart  resolves,  my  tongue  obeys, 
And  angels  shall  rejoice, 

To  hear  their  mighty  Maker's  praise 
Sound  from  a  feeble  voice. 


MAITLAND.      C.  M. 


155. 


[P.  ir,S,  II.  S59.] 


1  How  sweet,  how  heavenly  is  the  sight, 
When  those  who  love  the  Lord 

In  one  another's  peace  delight, 
And  so  fulfill  his  word ! 

2  When  each  can  feel  his  brother's  sigh, 
And  with  him  bear  a  part ! 

When  sorrow  flows  from  eye  to  eye, 
And  j  oy  from  heart  to  heart ! 

3  When,  free  from  envy,  scorn,  and  pride, 
Our  wishes  all  above, 

Each  can  his  brother's  failings  hide, 
And  show  a  brother's  love  ! 

4  Let  love,  in  one  delightful  stream, 
Through  every  bosom  flow, 

And  union  sweet,  and  dear  esteem 
In  every  action  glow. 

5  Love  is  the  golden  chain  that  binds 
The  happy  souls  above ; 

And  he 's  an  heir  of  heaven  who  finds 
His  bosom  glow  with  love. 
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156.  [P.  865,  H.  865.] 

1  With  love  the  Saviour's  heart  o'erflowcd ; 
Love  spoke  in  every  breath : 
Supreme  it  reigned,  throughout  his  life, 
And  triumphed  in  his  death. 

2  Behold,  this  new  command  he  gives 
To  those  who  bear  his  name, — 
That  they  shall  one  another  love, 
As  he  hath  loved  them. 

3  In  every  action,  every  thought, 
Be  this  great  law  fulfilled  ; 
Forgotten  be  each  selfish  aim, 
Each  angry  passion  stilled. 

I  Let  all  who  bear  the  name  of  Christ, 
While  they  his  sufferings  view, 
Think  of  his  words,  "Each  other  love, 
As  I  have  loved  you." 
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[P.  363,  n.  SG7.] 


Meek  and  lowly,  pure  and  holy, 
Chief  among  the  blessed  three," 
Turning  sadness  into  gladness, 
Heaven-born  art  thou,  Charity  ! 
Pity  dwelleth  in  thy  bosom, 
Kindness  reigneth  o'er  thy  heart ; 
Gentle  thoughts  alone  can  sway  thee- 
Judgment  hath  in  thee  no  part" 


3  Hoping  ever,  failing  never, 
Though  deceived,  believing  still ; 
Long  abiding,  all  confiding 

To  thy  Heavenly  Father's  will ; 

4  Never  weary  of  well-doing, 
Never  fearful  of  the  end  ; 
Claiming  all  mankind  as  brothers, 
Thou  dost  all  alike  befriend. 


ERNAN.      L.  M. 
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158.  [F.  134,  II.  863.] 

1  The  Spirit,  like  a  peaceful  dove, 
Flies  from  the  realms  of  noise  and  strife : 
Why  should  we  vex  and  grieve  his  love, 
"Who  seals  our  souls  to  heavenly  life ! 

2  Tender  and  kind  be  all  our  thoughts  ; 
Through  all  our  lives  let  mercy  run  : 
So  God  forgives  our  numerous  faults 
For  the  dear  sake  of  Christ,  his  Son. 


BELG-RAVE.       7s.     Double. 
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[P.  369,  II.  874.] 


1  Lord,  what  off 'ring  shall  we  bring, 
At  thine  altars  when  we  bow  ? 
Hearts,  the  pure  unsullied  spring, 
Whence  the  kind  affections  flow-; 
Soft  compassion's  feeling  soul, 

By  the  melting  eye  expressed ; 
Sympathy,  at  whose  control 
Sorrow  leaves  the  wounded  breast; 

2  "Willing  hands  to  lead  the  blind, 
Bind  the  wounded,  feed  the  poor; 
Love,  embracing  all  our  kind ; 
Charity,  with  liberal  store  : — 
Teach  us,  O  thou  heavenly  King, 
Thus  to  show  our  grateful  mind, 
Thus  th'  accepted  offering  bring, 
Love  to  thee  and  all  mankind. 
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160.  [P.  35,  II.  SSO.] 

1  Awake,  my  soul !  stretch  every  nerve, 

And  press  with  vigor  on  : 
I   A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 

1  A  bright,  immortal  crown. 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 
Hold  thee  in  full  survey  : 

'    Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 
t  And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

8  'T  is  God's  all  animating  voice, 
That  calls  thee  from  ounigh  ; 
'T  is  his  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  assuring  eye, — 

That  prize  with  peerless  glories  bright, 
Which  shall  new  luster  boast,        [gems 
"When   victor's   wreaths  and  monarch's 
Shall  blend  in  common  dust. 

£  Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  thee, 
'    Have  I  my  race  begun ; 

And,  crowned  with  vict'ry,  at  thy  feet, 

I  '11  lay  my  honors  d  ,  <vn. 

EUTAH.      S.  M. 
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1G1.  [P.  867,  II.  8S1  ] 

1  Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed, 
At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand ; 
To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed 
Broad-cast  it  o'er  the  land ! 


2  Then  duly  shall  appear, 

In  verdure,  beauty,  strength, 

The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear, 

And  the  full  corn  at  length. 

3  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain  : 
Cold,  heat,  and  moist,  and  dry 
Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 

4  Then,  when  the  glorious  end, 
The  day  of  God,  shall  come, 
The  angel-reapers  shall  descend, 
And  heaven  sing  "  Harvest-home  !" 


STEPHENS.       C.  M. 
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162.  [P.  27,  II.  SS5.] 

1  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 
A  follower  of  the  Lamb  ? 

And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  his  name  ? 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 
On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 

While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas  ? 

3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face  ? 
Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 

Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

4  Sure  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign  : 
Increase  my  courage,  Lord  ! 

I  '11  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  thy  word. 

5  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 
Shall  conquer,  though  they  die; 
They  view  the  triumph  from  afar, 
And  seize  it  with  their  eye. 

6  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 
And  all  thine  armies  shine 

In  robes  of  vict'ry  through  the  skies, 
The  glory  shall  be  thine. 
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[P.  2S3,  n.  S9C] 


1  Oft  in  sorrow,  oft  in  woe, 
Onward,  Christian,  onward  go  ! 
Fight  the  fight,  maintain  the  strife, 
Strengthened  with  the  bread  of  life. 

2  Onward,  Christian,  onward  go ! 
Join  the  war  and  face  the  foe  : 
Will  you  flee  in  danger's  hour  ? 
Know  you  not  your  Captain's  power  ? 

3  Let  your  drooping  heart  be  glad ; 
March,  in  heavenly  armor  clad ; 
Fight !  nor  think  the  battle  long ; 
Soon  shall  viet'ry  tune  your  song. 

4  Onward  then  to  battle  move ! 

More  than  conqu'ror  you  shall  prove  ; 
Though  opposed  by  many  a  foe, 
Christian  soldier,  onward  go  ! 
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[P.  394,  II.  902.] 


1  Stand  up ! — stand  up  for  Jesus ! 
Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross  ; 

Lift  high  his  royal  banner, 
It  must  not  sutler  loss  : 
From  viet'ry  unto  viet'ry 
His  army  shall  he  lead, 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished, 
And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up  ! — stand  up  for  Jesus ! 
The  trumpet  eall  obey ; 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict, 
In  this  his  glorious  day  : 

"  Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  him, 
Against  unnumbered  foes  ; 
Your  courage  rise  with  danger, 
And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 

3  Stand  up !— stand  up  for  Jesus ! 
Stand  in  his  strength  alone; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you, 
Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own  : 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 
And,  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls  or  danger, 
Be  never  wanting  there  ! 

4  Stand  up ! — stand  up  for  Jesus ! 
The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 
The  next  the  victor's  song: 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 
He  with  the  King  of  Glory 
Shall  reign  eternally ! 
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165.         *        W-  1ST,  II.  1100.] 

1  Lord,  lead  the  way  the  Saviour  -went, 
By  lane  and  cell  obscure, 

And  let  our  treasures  still  be  spent, 
Like  his,  upon  the  poor. 

2  Like  him,  through  scenes  of  deep  distress, 
Who  bore  the  world's  sad  weight, 

We,  in  their  gloomy  loneliness, 
Would  seek  the  desolate. 

>  For  thou  hast  placed  us  side  by  side 
In  this  wide  world  of  ill ; 
And  that  thy  followers  may  be  tried, 
The  poor  are  with  us  still. 

'  Small  are  the  offerings  we  can  make  ; 
Yet  thou  hast  taught  us,  Lord, 
If  given  for  the  Saviour's  sake, 
They  lose  not  their  reward. 


WAYNE.      C.  M.    Double. 
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[P.  221,  II.  915.] 


1  Think  gently  of  the  erring  one  ! 
And  let  us  not  forget, 
However  darkly  stained  by  sin, 
He  is  our  brother  yet. 

2  Heir  of  the  same  inheritance, 
Child  of  the  selfsame  God  ; 

He  hath  but  stumbled  in  the  path, 
We  have  in  weakness  trod. 

3  Speak  gently  to  the  erring  one: 
Thou  yet  may'st  lead  him  back, 
With  holy  words,  and  tones  of  love, 
From  misery's  thorny  track. 

•4  Forget  not  thou  hast  often  sinned, 
And  sinful  yet  must  be  : 
Deal  gently  with  the  erring  one, 
As  God  has  dealt  with  thee. 


ALPHEUS.      C.  M. 
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167.  [P.  39,  II.  924.] 

1  Walk  in  the  light !  so  shalt  thou  know 
That  fellowship  of  love 

His  Spirit  only  can  bestow, 
Who  reigns  in  light  above. 

2  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  own 
Thy  darkness  passed  away, 

Because  that  light  on  thee  hath  shone 
In  which  is  perfect  day. 

3  Walk  in  the  light !  and  ev'n  the  tomb 
No  fearful  shade  shall  wear; 

Glory  shall  chase  away  its  gloom, 
For  Christ  hath  conquered  there. 

4  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thine  shall  be 
A  path,  though  thorny,  bright ; 

For  God,  by  grace,  shall  dwell  in  thee, 
And  God  himself  is  light ! 


6-i 


CHRISTIAN    VIRTUES. 


ROSEFIELD.       7s.     6  lines. 
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1GS. 


[P.  137,  II.  909.] 


1  Quiet,  Lord,  my  fro  ward  heart ; 
Make  me  teachable  and  mild, 
Upright,  simple,  free  from  art; 
Make  me  as  a  weaned  child, — 
From  distrust  and  envy  free, 
Pleased  with  all  that  pleases  thee. 

2  What  thou  shalt  to-day  provide, 
Let  me  as  a  child  receive ; 
What  to-morrow  may  betide, 
Calmly  to  thy  wisdom  leave : 

rT  is  enough  that  thou  wilt  care  ; 
Why  should  I  the  burden  bear? 

S  As  a  little  child  relies 
On  a  care  beyond  its  own, 
Knows  he 's  neither  strong  nor  wise, 
Fears  to  stir  a  step  alone ; 
Let  me  thus  with  thee  abide, 
As  my  Father,  Guard,  and  Guide. 


^^^E=*^^^m 


169, 


[P.  409,  II.  910.] 


1  Jesus,  cast  a  look  on  me  ! 
Give  me  true  simplicity  : 
Make  me  poor,  and  keep  me  low, 
Seeking  onlv  thee  to  know. 


All  that  feeds  my  busy  pride, 
Cast  it  evermore  aside ; 
Bid  my  will  to  thine  submit ; 
Lay  me  humbly  at  thy  feet ! 

Make  me  like  a  little  child, 
Simple,  teachable,  and  mild; 
Seeing  only  in  thy  light ; 
Walking  only  in  thy  "might ! 

Leaning  on  thy  loving  breast, 
Where  a  weary  soul  may  rest ; 
Feeling  well  the  peace  of  God 
Flowing  from  thy  precious  blood 


170.  [P.  266,  II.  914.] 

1  On  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways 
To  keep  his  statutes  still ! 

Oh  that  my  God  would  grant  me  grace 
To  know  and  do  his  will! 

2  Oh,  send  thy  Spirit  down  to  write 
Thy  law  upon  my  heart; 

Nor  let  my  tongue  indulge  deceit, 
Nor  act  the  liar's  part. 

3  Order  my  footsteps  by  thy  word, 
And  make  my  heart  sincere  ; 
Let  sin  have  no  dominion,  Lord, 
But  keep  my  conscience  clear. 

4  Make  me  to  walk  in  thy  commands — 
'T  is  a  delightful  road  ; 

Nor  let  my  head,  nor  heart,  nor  hands 
Offend  against  my  God. 

171.  [P.  266,  II.  906.] 

1  Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm ; 
Let  thine  outstretched  wing 

Be  like  the  shade  of  Elim's  palm, 
Beside  her  desert  spring. 

2  Yes,  keep  me  calm,  though  loud  and  rude 
The  sounds  my  car  that,  greet, — 

Calm  in  the  closet's  solitude, 
Calm  in  the  bustling  street, — 


SUBMISSION    TO    GOD. 
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3  Calm  in  the  hour  of  buoyant  health, 
Calm  in  the  hour  of  pain, 

Calm  in  my  poverty  or  wealth, 
Calm  in  my  loss  or  gain, — 

4  Calm  in  the  sufferance  of  wrong, 
Like  him  who  bore  my  shame, 

Calm  'mid    the  threatening,   taunting 

throng, 
Who  hate  thy  holy  name. 

5  Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm, 
Soft  resting  on  thy  breast ; 

Soothe  me  with  holy  hymn  and  psalm. 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest. 


ARLINGTON. 


I  173.  [P.  191,  H.  920] 

1  Father  !  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 
Thy  sovereign  hand  denies, 
Accepted  aFthy  throne  of  grace, 
Let  this  petition  rise : 

2  "  Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart, 
From  every  murmur  free  ; 

The  blessings  of  thy  grace  impart, 
And  make  me  live  to~thee. 

3  "  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  thou  art  mine 
My  life  and  death  attend; 

Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine, 
And  crown  my  journey's  end." 

UN  WIN.      8s  £c  4. 
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172.  [P.  207,  H.  911.] 

1  Thy  home  is  with  the  humble,  Lord ! 
The  simplest  are  the  best ; 

Thy  lodging  is  in  child-like  hearts  ; 
Thou  makest  there  thy  rest. 

2  Dear  Comforter!  eternal  Love! 
If  thou  wilt  stay  with  me, 

Of  lowly  thoughts  and  simple  ways 
I  '11  build  a  house  for  thee. 

3  Who  made  this  beating  heart  of  mine 
But  thou,  my  heavenly  Guest  ? 

Let  no  one  have  it,  then,  but  thee, 
And  let  it  be  thy  rest ! 
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174.  [P.  322,  H.  929.] 

1  My  God,  my  Father,  while  I  stray 
Far  from  my  home,  on  life's  rough  way, 
Oh,  teach  me  from  my  heart  to  say, 
"Thy  will  be  done!" 

3  What  though  in  lonely  grief  I  sigh 
For  friends  beloved  no  longer  nigh; 
Submissive  still  would  I  reolv, 
"  Thy  will  be  done !" 

3  If  thou  shouldst  call  me  to  resign 
What  most  I  prize, — it  ne'er  was  mine  ; 
I  only  vield  thee  what  was  thine  : 

"  thy  will  be  done !" 

4  If  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  thy  sweet  Spirit  for  its  guest, 
My  God,  to  thee  I  leave  the  rest : 

"  Thy  will  be  done !" 

5  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day ; 
Blend  it  with  thine,  and"  take  away 
Whate'er  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 

"Thy  will  be  done!" 

6  Then,  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  more 
The  prayer  oft  mixed  with  tears  before, 
I  '11  sing  upon  a  happier  shore  : 

"  Thy  will  be  done  !" 
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BALERMA.      C.  M 


175.  [P.296.H.9SS.] 

1  Oh,  happy  is  the  man  -who  hears 
Instruction's  warning  voice  ; 
And  who  celestial  wisdom  makes 
His  early,  only  choice. 

2  For  she  hath  treasures  greater  far 
Than  east  and  west  unfold; 

And  her  rewards  more  precious  are 
Than  all  their  stores  of  gold. 

3  She  guides  the  young  with  innocence 
In  pleasure's  paths  to  tread; 

A  crown  of  glory  she  hestows 
Upon  the  hoary  head. 

4  According  as  hep  labors  rise, 
So  her  rewards  increase  ; 

Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness, 
And  all*  her  paths  are  peace 

MALTA.      8s  &  7s.    Double. 
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Perish  every  fond  ambition, 
All  I  've  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known ; 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition  ! 
God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own. 

2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 
They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me; 
Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue: 
And  while  thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 
God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might, 

Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  scorn  me ; 
Show  thy  face  and  all  is  bright. 

3  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 
'Twill  but  drive  me  to  thy  breast ; 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 
Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 
Oh  !  't  is  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 
"While  thy  love  is  left  to  me  ; 

Oh  !  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me. 
Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  thee. 

ST.  THOMAS.      S.  M. 
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176.  [P.  172,  II.  966.] 

1  Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 
All  to  leave  and  follow  thee ; 
Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken. 
Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be : 


I 


177.  [P.  83,  H.  968.] 

1  Come,  we  who  love  the  Lord, 
And  let  our  joys  be  known ; 
Join  in  a  song  of  sweet  accord, 
And  thus  surround  the  throne. 

2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 
Who  never  knew  our  God ; 

But  favorites  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3  The  men  of  grace  have  found 
Glory  begun  below ; 

Celestial  fruits  on  earthly  ground 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow. 

4  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets, 

Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields, 

Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

5  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 
And  every  tear  be  dry ; 

We're  marching  through  Immanucr* 

ground 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 
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WALES.      8s  &  4s. 
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179. 


[P.  244,  H.  9S9.] 


[P.  1D7,'  II.  973.] 


1  Through  the  love  of  God  our  Saviour, 

All  will  be  well : 
Free  and  changeless  is  his  favor ; 

All,  all  is  well : 
Precious  is  the  blood  that  healed  us; 
Perfect  is  the  grace  that  sealed  us  ;    [us ; 
Strong  the  hand  stretched  out  to  shield 

All  must  be  well. 

2  Though  we  pass  through  tribulation, 

All  will  be  well ; 
Ours  is  such  a  full  salvation  ; 

All,  all  is  well : 
Happy,  still  in  God  confiding, 
Fruitful,  if  in  Christ  abiding, 
Holy,  through  the  Spirit's  guiding, 

All  must  be  well. 

3  We  expect  a  bright  to-morrow ; 

All  will  be  well : 
Faith  can  sing  through  days  of  sorrow, 

All,  all  is  well : 
On  our  Father's  love  relying, 
Jesus  every  need  supplying, 
Or  in  living,  or  in  dying, 

All  must  be  well. 


BETHANY.      6s  &  4s. 
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1  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee : 

Ev'n  though  it  be  a  cross 
That  raiseth  me, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee. 

2  Though  like  a  wanderer, 
Daylight  all  gone, 
Darkness  be  over  me, 
My  rest  a  stone, 

Yet  in  my  dreams,  I  'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee. 

3  There  let  the  way  appear 
Steps  up  to  heaven ; 

All  that  thou  sendest  me 
In  mercy  given, 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee. 

4  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts, 
Bright  with  thy  praise, 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs, 
Bethel  I  '11  raise  ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee. 

5  Or  if  on  joyful  wing< 
Cleaving  the  sky, 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 
Upward  I  fly, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  "thee. 


68 


PROGRESS    IN    HOLINESS. 
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180. 


[P.  2S5,  II.  991.] 


1  Purer  yet  and  purer 
I  would" be  in  mind, 
Dearer  yet  and  dearer 
Every  duty  find  ; 

2  Hoping  still  and  trusting 
God  without  a  fear, 
Patiently  believing 

He  will  make  all  clear ; 


3  Calmer  yet  and  calmer 
Trial  bear  and  pain, 
Surer  yet  and  surer 
Peace  at  last  to  gain  ; 

4  Suffering  still  and  doing, 
To  his  will  resigned, 
And  to  God  subduing 
Heart  and  will  and  mind; 

5  Higher  yet  and  higher 
Out  of  clouds  and  night, 
Nearer  yet  and  nearer 
Rising  to  the  light — 

6  Light,  serene,  and  holy, 
Where  my  soul  may  rest, 
Purified  and  lowly, 
Sanctified  and  blest ; 


7  Quicker  yet  and  quicker 
Ever  onward  press, 
Firmer  yet  and  firmer 
Step  as  I  progress  : 

8  Oft  these  earnest  longings 
Swell  within  my  breast ; 
Yet  their  inner  meaning 
Ne'er  can  be  expressed. 


PAUL.      10s,  11  &  12. 
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181. 


[P.  396,  II.  993.] 


1  Breast  the  wave,  Christian,  when  it  is 
strongest ; 

Watch  for  day,  Christian,  when  night  is 
longest ; 

Onward  and  onward  still  be  thine  en- 
deavor ; 

The  rest  that  remaineth,  endureth  for 
ever. 


3  Fight  the  fight,  Christian ;  Jesus  is  o'er 

thee; 
Run  the  race,  Christian  ;  heaven  is  before 

thee ; 
He  who  hath  promised  faltereth  never; 
Oh,  trust  in  the  love  that  endureth  for 

ever. 


3  Lift  the  eye,  Christian,  just  as  it  eloseth: 
Raise  the  heart, Christian,  ere  it  reposeth  : 
Nothing  thy  soul  from  the  Saviour  shall 

sever; 
Soon  shalt  thou  mount  upward  to  praise 

him  forever. 


EARLY    TIETY. 
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OVIO.       8s  &  7s. 
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182. 


[P.  219,  II.  1023.] 


1  Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 
Zion,  city  of  our  God  ; 

He  whose  word  can  ne'er  be  broken 
Chose  thee  for  his  own  abode. 

2  Lord,  thy  church  is  still  thy  dwelling, 
Still  is  precious  in  thy  sight ; 
Judah's  temple  far  excelling, 
Beaming  with  the  gospel's  light. 

3  On  the  Rock  of  Ages  founded, 
What  can  shake  her  sure  repose  ? 
With  salvation's  wall  surrounded, 
She  can  smile  at  all  her  foes. 

4  Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 
Zion,  city  of  our  God ; 

He  whose  word  can  ne'er  be  broken 
Chose  thee  for  his  own  abode. 


ORTOHVILLE. 


2  Lo !  such  the  child,  whose  early  feet 
The  paths  of  peace  have  trod, 

"Whose  secret  heart,  with  influence  sweet, 
Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

3  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 
The  lily  must  decay ; 

The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill 
Must  shortly  fade  away. 

4  And  soon,  too  soon,  the  wint'ry  hour 
Of  man's  maturer  age 

Will  shake  the  soul  with  sorrow's  power, 
And  stormy  passion's  rage. 

5  O  thou,  whose  infant  feet  were  found 
Within  thy  Father's  shrine, 

Whose    years,  with    changeless    virtue 

crowned, 
Were  all  alike  divine, — 

6  Dependent  on  thy  bounteous  breath, 
We  suck  thy  grace  alone, 

In  childhood,  manhood,  age,  and  death, 
To  keep  us  still  thine  own. 

CALVA.      C.  M. 
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[P.  10t,  H.  10S9.] 


183. 


1  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 
How  fair  the  lily  grows  ! 
How  sweet  the  breath,  beneath  the  hill, 
Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose ! 


184.  [P.  1S3,  11.1091.] 

1  Remember  thy  Creator  now, 
In  these  thy  youthful  days  ; 

He  will  accept  thine  earliest  vow, 
And  listen  to  thy  praise. 

2  Remember  thy  Creator  now, 
And  seek  him  while  he 's  near ; 
For  evil  days  will  come,  when  thou 
Shalt  find  no  comfort  near. 


:    3  Remember  thy  Creator  now; 
His  willing  servant  be  : 
Then,  when  thy  head  in  death  shall  bow, 
He  will  remember  thee. 


4  Almighty  God  !  our  hearts  incline 
Thy  heavenly  voice  to  hear ; 
Let  all  our  future  days  be  thine, 
Devoted  to  thy  fear. 


NATIONAL    HYMNS. 


STAR.     8s,  7  &  4. 
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185. 


[P.  268,  H.  1103.] 


1  Star  of  peace  !  to  wanderers  weary, 
Bright  the  beams  that  smile  on  me  ; 
Cheer  the  pilot's  vision  dreary, 

Far,  far  at  sea. 

2  Star  of  hope !  gleam  on  the  billow, 
Bless  the  soul  that  sighs  for  thee ; 
Bless  the  sailor's  lonely  pillow, 

Far,  far  at  sea. 

3  Star  of  faith  !  when  winds  are  mocking 
All  his  toil,  he  flies  to  thee  ; 

Save  him  on  the  billows  rocking, 
Far,  far  at  sea. 

4  Star  divine  !  oh,  safely  guide  him,— 
Bring  the  wanderer  home  to  thee ! 
Sore  temptations  long  have  tried  him, 

Far,  far  at  sea. 


NORMAN.      6s  &  4; 
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186.         [p.  401,  h.  im.] 

1  God  bless  our  native  land ! 
Firm  may  she  ever  stand, 
Through" sturm  and  night; 
When  the  wild  tempests  rave, 
Ruler  of  winds  and  wave, 

Do  thou  our  country  save 
By  thy  great  might. 

2  For  her  our  prayer  shall  rise 
To  God,  above  the  skies  ; 
On  him  we  wait : 

Thou  who  art  ever  nigh, 
Guarding  with  watchful  eye 
To  thee  aloud  we  cry, 
God  save  the  State  !  * 


MORNING.      7s.     Double. 
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[P.  391,  n.  1114.] 
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1  Swell  the  anthem,  raise  the  song : 
Praises  to  our  God  belong; 
Saints  and  angels  !  join  to  sing 
Praises  to  the  heavenly  King. 

3  Blessings  from  his  liberal  hand 
Flow  around  this  happy  land : 
Kept  by  him,  no  foes  annoy  ; 
Peace  and  freedom  we  enjoy. 

3  Here,  beneath  a  virtuous  sway, 
May  we  cheerfully  obey ; 
Never  feel  oppression's  rod, 
Ever  own  and  worship  God. 

4  Hark  !  the  voice  of  nature  sings 
Praises  to  the  King  of  kings  ; 
Let  us  join  the  choral  song, 
And  the  grateful  notes  prolong. 


NATIONAL    HYMNS. 


THE  OLD  100TH.      L.  M. 
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188. 


[P.  31,  11.1115.] 


1  Oh  God,  beneath  thy  guiding  hand, 
Our  exiled  fathers  crossed  the  sea ; 
And  when  they  trod  the  wint'ry  strand, 
With  prayer  and  psalm  they  worshiped 

thee. 

2  Thou  heard'st,  well  pleased,  the  song, 

the  prayer : 
Thy  blessing  came  ;  and  still  its  power 
Shall  onward  through  all  ages  bear 
The  mem'ry  of  thatTholy  hour. 

3  Laws,  freedom,  truth,  and  faith  in  God 
Came  with  those  exiles  o'er  the  wave?  ; 
And  where  their  pilgrim  feet  have  trod, 
The  God  they  trusted  guards  their  graves. 

4  And  here  thy  name,  O  God  of  love, 
Their  children's  children  shall  adore, 
Till  these  eternal  hills  remove, 

And  spring  adorns  the  earth  no  more. 

AMERICA.      6s  &  4s. 
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189.  [P.  401,  II.  1120.] 

1  My  country,  'tis  of  thee, 

Sweet  land  of  liberty, 

Of  thee  I  sing : 
Land  where  my  fathers  died, 
Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride, 
From  every  mountain  side 
Let  freedom  ring ! 


2  My  native  country,  thee— 
Land  of  the  noble  free — 

Thy  name  I  love  : 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills ; 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 

Like  that  above. 

3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song ! 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake ; 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake  ; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break,— 

The  sound  prolong ! 

4  Our  fathers'  God  !  to  thee, 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  thee  we  sing  : 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
"With  freedom's  holy  light ; 
Protect  lis  by  thy  might, 

Great  God",  our  King ! 
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190. 


[P.  125,  II.  1090.] 


1  Let  children  hear  the  mighty  deeds. 
Which  God  performed  of  old, — 
Which  in  our  younger  years  we  saw, 
And  which  our  fathers  told. 

2  He  bids  us  make  his  glories  known, 
His  works  of  power  and  grace  ; 
And  we  '11  convey  his  wonders  down, 
Through  every  rising  race. 

j  2  Our  lips  shall  tell  them  to  our  sons, 
And  they  again  to  theirs, 
That  generations  yet  unborn 
May  teach  them  to  their  heirs. 

i  4  Thus  they  shall  learn,  in  God  alone 
Their  hope  securely  stands, 
That  they  may  ne'er  forget  his  works, 
But  practice  his  commands. 


CONVERSION    OF    THE    WOULD. 


BADEA.      S.  M. 
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191.  [P.  51,  II.  112S.] 


O  Lord  our  God!  arise  ; 
The  cause  of  truth  maintain  ; 
And  wide  o'er  all  the  peopled  world 
Extend  her  blessed  reign. 


2  Thou  Prince  of  life!  arise, 
Nor  let  thy  glory  cease  ; 

Far  spread  the  conquests  of  thy  grace, 
And  bless  the  earth  with  peace. 

3  Thou  Holy  Ghost !  arise,— 
Extend  thy  healing  wing, 

And  o'er  a  dark  and  rained  world 
Let  light  and  order  spring. 

4  O  all  ye  nation-  !  rise, — 
To  God  the  Saviour  sing  ; 

From    shore    to    shore,  from   earth   to 

heaven, 
Let  echoing  anthems  ring! 


MISSIONARY  HYMN.      7s  &  6s. 


192. 


[P.  395,  II.  1132.] 
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1  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 
From  India's  coral  strand, 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 
Poll  clown  their  golden  sand,— 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 
From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 
Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle  ; 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 
And  only  man  is  vile  ; 

In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 
The  gifts  of  God  are  strown; 
•   The  heathen,  in  his  blindness. 
Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone ! 

3  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 
With  wisdom  from  on  high, — 
Shall  we,  to  men  benighted, 
The  lamp  of  life  deny? 
Salvation,  oh,  salvation  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  each  remotest  nation 
Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 

4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story, 
And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 

Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 
It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature 
The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  Kiiur,  Creator, 
In  bliss  returns  to  reign! 


CONVERSION    OF    THE    WORLD. 
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193. 


[P.  378,  II.  1137.] 


1  Roll  on,  thou  mighty  ocean ! 
And,  as  thy  billows  flow, 
Bear  messengers  of  merey 
To  every  land  below  : 
Arise,  ye  gales  !  and  waft  them 
Sale  to  the  destined  shore ; 
That  man  may  sit  in  darkness 
And  death's  block  shade  no  more. 


0  thou  eternal  Ruler ! 
Who  holdest  in  thine  arm 
The  tempests  of  the  ocean, 
Protect  them  from  all  harm  ! 
Thy  presence  still  be  with  them, 
Wherever  they  may  be : 
Though  far  from  us  who  love  them, 
Still  let  them  be  with  thee  ! 
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194, 


[P. 112,  II.  1149  ] 


1  With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud, 
Address  the  Lord  on  high  ; 

Over  the  heavens  he  spreads  his  cloud, 
And  waters  vail  the  sky. 

2  He  sends  his  showers  of  blessings  down 
To  cheer  the  plains  below  ; 

He  makes  the  grass  the  mountains  crown, 
And  corn  in  valleys  grow. 

3  His  steady  counsels  change  the  face 
Of  the  declining  year ; 

He  bids  the  sun  cut  short  his  race, 
And  wint'ry  days  appear. 

4  His  hoary  frost,  his  fleecy  snow, 
Descend  and  clothe  the  ground  ; 
The  liquid  streams  forbear  to  flow, 
In  icy  fetters  bound. 

5  He  sends  his  word,  and  melts  the  snow, 
The  fields  no  longer  mourn ; 

He  calls  the  warmer  gales  to  blow, 
And  bids  the  spring  return. 

6  The  changing  wind^  the  flying  cloud, 
Obey  his  mighty  word ; 

With  songs  and  honors  sounding  lend  ! 
Praise  ye  the  sovereign  Lord ! 


THE    YEAR    AND    SEASONS. 


AMERICA.      6s  &  4s. 
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196.  [P.  841,  H.  1160.] 

1  My  few  revolving  years, 
How  swift  they  glide  away  ! 
How  short  the"  term  of  lite  appears, 
When  past — but  as  a  day ! — 

-r-fl        l~~  -     H  ,  2  A  dark  and  cloud}1,  day, 

Made  up  of  grief  and  sin; 
A  host  of  enemies  without, 
Of  guilty  fears  within. 

j  3  Lord,  through  another  year, 
If  thou  permit  my  stay. 
With  watchful  care  may  I  pursue 
The  true  and  living  way  ! 


195. 


[P.  401,  II.  1155w] 


1  The  God  of  harvest  praise  ; 
In  loud  thanksgiving  raise 

Hand,  heart,  and  voice  ! 
The  valleys  laugh  and  sing ; 
Forests  and  mountains  ring; 
The  plains  their  tribute  bring; 

The  streams  rejoice. 

2  Yea,  bless  his  holy  name, 
And  joyous  thanks  proclaim 

Through  all  the  earth ; 
To  glory  in  your  lot 
Is  comely ;  but  be  not 
God's  benefits  forgot 

Amid  your  mirth. 

3  The  God  of  harvest  praise; 
Hands,  hearts,  and  voices  raise, 

With  sweet  accord; 
From  field  to  garner  throng, 
Bearing  your  sheaves  along, 
And  in  your  harvest  song 

Bless  ye  the  Lord. 


BOYLSTOTJ 


p* —  :~*~       * =■=> *=> —  :=^ 


CROSWELL.     10,  5,  6,  &  12. 


197. 


[P.  397,  II.  1161.] 


1  Come,  let  us  anew  our  journey  pursue — 

Roll  round  with  the  year,  '  [pear; 
And  never  stand  still  till  the  Master  ap- 
His  adorable  will  let  us  gladly  fulfill, 

And  our  talents  improve 
By  the  patience  of  hope,  and  the  labor 
of  love. 

2  Our  life  is  a  dream  ;  our  time,  as  a  stream, 

Glides  swiftly  away, 
And  the  fugitive  moment  refuses  to  stay : 
The  arrow  is  flown  ;  the  moment  is  gone ; 

The  millennial  year  [near. 

Rushes  on  to  our  view,  and  eternity  's 

3  Oh  that  each,  in  the  day  of  his  coming, 

may  say, 
"I  have  fought  my  way  through  ; 
I  have  finished  the  work  thou  didst  give 
me  to  do :" 


LIFE    AND    DEATH. 


to 


Oh  that  each  from  his  Lord  may  receive 

the  glad  word, 
"  Well  and  faithfully  done  ! 
Enter  into  my  joy,  "and  sic  down  on  my 

throne !" 

AMSTERDAM.      7s  &  6s. 
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[P.  2SS,  II.  1163.] 
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1  How  vain  is  all  beneath  the  skies ! 
How  transient  every  earthly  bliss  ! 
How  slender  all  the  fondest  ties, 
That  bind  us  to  a  world  like  this ! 

3  The  evening  cloud,  the  morning  clew, 
The  withering  grass,  the  fading  flower, 
Of  earthly  hopes  are  emblems  true — 
The  glory  of  a  passing  hour ! 

3  But  though  earth's  fairest  blossoms  die, 
And  all  beneath  the  skies  is  vain. 
There  is  a  land,  whose  confines  lie 
Beyond  the  reach  of  care  and  pain. 

4  Then  let  the  hope  of  joys  to  come 
Dispel  our  cares,  and  chase  our  fears  : 
If  God  be  ours,  we  're  traveling  home, 
Though  passing  through  a  vale  of  tears. 


198. 


[P.  361,  II.  1167] 


1  Time  is  winging  us  away 
To  our  eternal  home ; 
Life  is  but  a  winter's  day — 
A  journey  to  the  tomb ; 
Youth  and  vigor  soon  will  flee, 
Blooming  beauty  lose  its  charms ; 
All  that 's  mortal  soon  shall  be 
Enclosed  in  death's  cold  arms. 

2  Time  is  winging  us  away 
To  our  eternal  home  ; 
Life  is  but  a  winter's  day — 
A  journey  to  the  tomb ; 
But  the  Christian  shall  enjoy 
Health  and  beauty,  soon,  above, 
Far  beyond  the  world's  alloy, 
Secure  in  Jesus'  love. 


MINTON.      L.  M. 
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200.  [P.  800,  H  11S2.] 

1  Father,  when  thy  child  is  dying, 
On  the  bed  of  anguish  lying, 
Then,  my  every  want  supplying, 

To  me  thy  love  display ! 

2  Era  my  soul  her  bonds  hath  broken, 
Grant  some  bright  and  cheering  token, 
That  for  me  the  words  are  spoken, 

"  Thy  sins  are  washed  away  !" 

3  When  the  lips  are  dumb  which  blessed 

me, 
And  withdrawn  the  hand  that  pressed  me, 
Then  let  sweeter  sounds  arrest  me, 
To  call  my  soul  away ! 

4  Guide  me  to  that  world  of  spirits, 
"Where,  through  thine  atoning  merits, 
Ev'n  thy  weakest  child  inherits 

The  joys  which  ne'er  decay. 


LIFE    AND    DEATH. 
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[P.  235,  II.  1184.] 


1  Tarry  with  me,  O  ray  Saviour  ! 
For  the  day  is  passing  by  ; 

See !  the  shades  of  evening  gather, 
And  the  night  is  drawing  nigh. 

2  Deeper,  deeper  grow  the  shadows, 
Paler  now  the  glowing  west, 
Swift  the  night  of  death  advances  ; 
Shall  it  be  the  night  of  rest  ? 

3  Feeble,  trembling,  fainting,  dying, 
Lord,  I  cast  myself  on  thee  ; 

Tarry  with  me  through  the  darkness 
While  I  sleep,  still  watch  by  me. 

4  Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Saviour ! 
Lay  my  head  upon  thy  breast ; 

Till  the  morning;  then  awake  mc — 
Morning  of  eternal  rest ! 


UN  WIN.      8s  &  4. 


2  The  storm  that  racks  the  wint'ry  sky 
No  more  disturbs  their  deep  repose 
Than  summer  evening's  latest  sigh, 

That  shuts  the  rose. 

3  I  long  to  lay  this  painful  head 
And  aching  heart  beneath  the  soil ; 
To  slumber,  in  that  dreamless  bed, 

From  all  my  toil. 

4  The  soul,  of  origin  divine, 

God's  glorious  image,  freed  from  clay, 
In  heaven's  eternal  sphere  shall  shine, 
A  star  of  day 

5  The  sun  is  but  a  spark  of  fire, 
A  transient  meteor  in  the  sky  ; 
The  soul,  immortal  as  its  Sire, 

Shall  never  die. 


MOUNT  VERNON.       8s  &  7s. 
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[P.  310,  II.  1209.] 
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202. 


[P.  322,  II.  1198.] 


1  There  is  a  calm  for  those  who  weep, 
A  rest  for  weary  pilgrims  found ; 
They  softJy  lie,  and  sweetly  sleep, 
Low  in  the  ground. 


i  1  Sister,  thou  wast  mild  and  lovely, 
Gentle  as  the  summer  breeze, 
Pleasant  as  the  air  of  evening, 
When  it  floats  among  the  trees. 

2  Peaceful  be  thy  silent  slumber — 
Peaceful  in  the  grave  so  low : 
Thou  no  more  wilt  join  our  number; 
Thou  no  more  our  songs  shalt  know. 

3  Dearest  sister!  thou  hast  left  us; 
Here  thy  loss  we  deeply  feel ; 
But  't  is  God  that  hath  bereft  us, 
He  can  all  our  sorrows  heal. 

4  Yet  again  we  hope  to  meet  thee, 
When  the  day  of  life  is  fled; 

Then  in  heaven  with  joy  to  greet  thee, 
Where  no  farewell  tear"  is  shed  ! 


LIFE    AND    DEATH. 
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204.  [P.  355,  II.  1202.] 

1  Lowly  and  solemn  be 
Thy  children's  cry  to  thee, 

Father  divine ! 
A  hymn  of  suppliant  breath, 
Owning  that  life  and  death 

Alike  are  thine. 

2  O  Father !  in  that  hour 

When  earth  all  succoring  power 

Shall  disavow, 
When  spear  and  shield  and  crown 
In  faintness  are  cast  down, 

Sustain  us  thou ! 

3  By  him  who  bowed  to  take 
The  death-cup  for  our  sake, 

The  thoru,  the  rod, — 
From  whom  the  last  dismay 
Was  not  to  pass  away, — 

Aid  us,  O  God ! 

4  Trembling  beside  the  grave, 
We  call  on  thee  to  save, 

Father  divine ! 
Hear,  hear  our  suppliant  breath ; 
Keep  us  in  life  and  death, 

Thine,  only  thine. 


PRESTON.      C.  M. 
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I  205.  [P.  267,  II.  120S.] 

I  1  Calm  on  the  bosom  of  thy  God, 
Young  spirit,  rest  thee  now ! 
Ev'n  while  with  us  thy  footsteps  trod, 
His  seal  was  on  thy  brow. 

3  Dust,  to  its  narrow  house  beneath ! 
Soul,  to  its  place  on  high  ! 
They  that  have  seen  thy  look  in  death, 
No  more  may  fear  to  die. 

3  Lone  are  the  paths,  and  sad  the  bowers, 
Whence  thy  meek  smile  is  gone ; 
But,  oh !  a  brighter  home  than  ours, 
In  heaven,  is  now  thine  own. 
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[P.  177,  II.  1211.] 


1  Oh  for  the  death  of  those 
Who  slumber  in  the  Lord ! 

Oh,  be  like  theirs  my  last  repose, 
Like  theirs  my  last  reward  ! 

2  Their  bodies  in  the  ground 
In  silent  hope  may  lie, 

Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound 
Shall  call  them  to  the  sky. 

3  Their  ransomed  spirits  soar, 
On  wings  of  faith  and  love, 

To  meet  the  Saviour  they  adore, 
And  reign  with  him  above. 

4  With  x;s  their  names  shall  live 
Through  long,  succeeding  years, 
Embalmed  with  all  our  hearts  can  give, 
Our  praises  and  our  tears. 

5  Oh  for  the  death  of  those 
Who  slumber  in  the  Lord ! 

Oh,  be  like  theirs  my  last  repose, 
Like  theirs  my  last  reward  ! 
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Then,  O  ray  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  sAveet  day ; 

Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away  ! 


'T  is  but  a  little  while 

And  he  shall  come  again, 

Who  died  that  we  might  live,  who  lives 

That  we  with  him  may  reign : 

Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  glad  day  ; 

Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away  ! 


ALVAN.       8s,  7s  &  4. 


1  A  few  more  years  shall  roll, 
A  few  more  seasons  come ; 

And  we  shall  be  with  those  that  rest, 

Asleep  within  the  tomb : 

Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  great  day ; 

Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away ! 

2  A  few  more  storms  shall  beat 
On  this  wild,  rocky  shore ; 

And  Ave  shall  be  where  tempests  cease, 

And  surges  swell  no  more : 

Then,  O^my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  calm  day ; 

Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  aAvay ! 

3  A  few  more  struggles  here, 
A  feAV  more  partings  o'er, 

A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears, 

And  we  shall  Aveep  no  more : 

Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  blest  day  ; 

Oh,  Avash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away ! 

4  A  few  more  Sabbaths  here 
Shall  cheer  us  on  our  way ; 

And  we  shall  reach  the  endless  rest, 
Th'  eternal  Sabbath-day : 


'    S. " , L, ^ 
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208. 


[P.  407,  H.  1222.] 


1  Shepherd  of  thine  Israel !  lead  us, 
Piigrims  o'er  this  barren  sand ; 

Thou  who  hast  from  bondage  freed  us, 
Guard  us  by  thine  outstretched  hand  : 

Guide  thy  chosen 
Safely  to  the  promised  land. 

2  Feed  us  with  the  heavenly  manna ; 
Fainting,  may  we  feel  thy  might ; 
Go  before  us  as  our  banner, 
Cloud  by  day  and  tire  by  night ! 

Great  Redeemer, 
Shine  around  us  ;— thou  art  light. 

3  When  we  come  to  death's  dark  river, 
Bid  the  Bwelling  stream  divide; 
Thou  who  canst  our  life  deliver, 
Bear  us  through  the  sundered  tide : 

Praises,  praises 
Will  we  6ing  ou  Canaan's  side ! 


ASPIRATIONS    TOWARD    HEAVEN. 
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[P.  244,  II.  1224.] 


1  I  'm  but  a  stranger  here, 
Heaven  is  my  home ; 
Earth  is  a  desert  drear, 
Heaven  is  my  home  : 
Danger  and  sorrow  stand 
Round  me  on  every  hand  ; 
Heaven  is  my  fatherland — 
Heaven  is  my  home. 

2  What  though  the  tempest  rage, 
Heaven  is  my  home  ; 

Short  is  my  pilgrimage, 
Heaven  is  my  home  : 
Time's  cold  and  wint'ry  blast 
Soon  will  be  overpast ; 
I  shall  reach  home  at  last — 
Heaven  is  my  home. 

3  There,  at  my  Saviour's  side, 
Heaven  is  my  home  ; 

I  shall  be  glorified — 
Heaven  is  my  home : 
There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  I  loved  most  and  best, 
And  there  I,  too,  shall  rest ; — 
Heaven  is  my  home ! 


S2  There  they  obtain  their  great  reward, 

n        The  prize  will  there  be  given. 

^~!l    2  'T  is  conflict  here  below; 

'T  is  triumph  there,  and  peace; 
On  earth  we  wrestle  with  the  foe  ; 
In  heaven  our  conflicts  cease. 


'T  is  gloom  and  darkness  here  ; 
'T  is  light  and  joy  above  : 
There  all  is  pure,  and  all  is  clear; 
There  all  is  peace  and  love. 

4  There  rest  shall  follow  toil, 
And  ease  succeed  to  care  ; 

The  victors  there  divide  the  Fpoil ; 
They  sing  and  triumph  there. 

5  Then,  let  us  joyful  sing  ! 
The  conflict  is  not  long : 

We  hope  in  heaven  to  praise  our  King 
In  one  eternal  song. 


BROWN.      C.  M. 
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[P.  131,  H.  1225.] 


210. 


1  The  people  of  the  Lord 
Are  on  their  way  to  heaven ; 


211.  [P.  159,  H.  1079.] 

1  O  happy  land !  O  happy  land ! 
Where  saints  and  angels  dwell ; 
We  long  to  join  that~glorions  band, 
And  all  their  anthems  swell. 

2  But  every  voice  in  yonder  throng 
On  earth  has  breathed  a  prayer ; 

No  lips  untaught  may  join  that  song, 
Or  learn  the  music  there. 

3  Thou  heavenly  Friend!  thou  heavenly 

Friend ! 
Oh,  hear  us  when  we  pray ! 
Now  let  thy  pard'ning  grace  descend, 
And  take  our  sins  away. 

4  Be  all  our  fresh,  our  youthful  days 
To  thy  blest  service  given ; 

Then  we  shall  meet  to  sing  tlry  praise, 
A  ransomed  band  in  heaven. 
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212. 


[P.  262,  II.  122-.] 


1  Mr  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by, 
And  I,  a  pilgrim  stranger, 
Would  not  detain  them  as  they  fly, — 
Those  hours  of  toil  and  danger : 
For  now  we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand, 
Our  friends  are  passing  over ; 
And,  just  before,  the  shining  shore 
"We  may  almost  discover. 


2  Our  absent  king  the  -watchword  gave, — 
"  Let  every  lamp  be  burning ; " 
"We  look  afar,  across  the  wave, 
Our  distant  home  discerning : 
For  now,  &c. 


3  Should  coming  days  be  dark  and  cold, 
We  will  not  yield  "to  sorrow, 
For  hope  will  sing,  with  courage  bold, 
"  There's  srlory  on  the  morrow : " 
For  now,  &c. 


4  Let  storms  of  woe  in  whirlwinds  rise, 
Each  cord  on  earth  to  sever ; — 
There — bright  and  joyous  in  the  skies- 
There— is  our  home  for  ever : 
For  now,  <fcc. 


1  Jerusalem  !  my  happy  home ! 
Name  ever  dear  to  me ! 

When  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
In  joy,  and  peace,  in  thee  ? 

2  Oh  !  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 
Shall  I  thy  courts  ascend, 
Where  evermore  the  angels  sing, 
Where  Sabbaths  have  no  end  ? 

3  There   happier    bowers,    than    Eden's, 

bloom, 
Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know : 
Blest  seats !   through  rude  and  stormy 

scenes, 
I  onward  press  to  you. 

4  Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe  ? 
Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 

I  Ve  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view, 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 

5  Jerusalem,  my  glorious  home ! 
My  soul  still  pants  for  thee ; 
Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 

214.  [P.  97,  H.  1241.] 

1  These  are  the  crowns  that  we  shall  wear, 
WThen  all  thy  saints  are  crowned ; 
These  are  the  palms  that  we  shall  bear 
On  yonder  holy  ground. 

2  These  are  the  robes,  unsoiled  and  white, 
Which  we  shall  then  put  on. 

When,  foremost  'mong  the  sons  of  light, 
We  sit  on  yonder  throne. 

3  That  is  the  city  of  the  saints, 
Where  we  so  soon  shall  stand, 

When  we  shall  strike  these  desert-tents, 
And  quit  this  desert-laud. 
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4  Then  -welcome  toil,  and  care,  and  pain  ! 
And  welcome  sorrow,  too  ! 

All  toll  is  rest,  all  grief  is  gain, 
With  such  a  prize  in  view. 

5  Come,  crown  and  throne ;  come,  robe  and 

palm  ; 
Burst  forth,  glad  stream  of  peace ! 
Come,  holy  city  of  the  Lamb ! 
Rise,  Sun  of  Righteousness! 


AMSTERDAM.      7s  &  6s. 
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215. 


[P.  861,  H.  1238.] 


Rise,  my  soul !  and  stretch  thy  wings, 
Thy  better  portion  trace ; 
Rise,  from  transitory  things, 
Toward  heaven,  thy  native  place : 
Sun,  and  moon,  and  stars  decay, 
Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove ; 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 
To  seats  prepared  above ! 


2  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run, 
Nor  stay  in  all  their  course ; 
Fire  ascending  seeks  the  sun, — 
Both  speed  them  to  their  source  : 
So  a  soul  that 's  born  of  God, 
Pants  to  view  his  glorious  face, 
Upward  tends  to  his  abode, 
To  rest  in  his  embrace. 
6 


3  Cease,  ye  pilgrims  !  cease  to  mourn,- 
Press  onward  to  the  prize  : 
Soon  your  Saviour  will  return 
Triumphant  in  the  skies  : 
Yet  a  season,  and  you  know 
Happy  entrance  will  be  given, 
All  your  sorrows  left  below, 
And  earth  exchanged  for  heaven. 


EVAN.      C.  M. 
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[P.  399,  II.  10S3.] 


1  There  is  a  glorious  world  of  light, 
Above  the  starry  sky, 

Where  saints  departed,  clothed  in  white, 
Adore  the  Lord  most  high. 

2  And  hark !  amid  the  sacred  songs 
Those  heavenly  voices  raise, 

Ten  thousand  thousand  infant  tongues 
Unite  in  perfect  praise. 

3  Those  are  the  hymns  that  we  shall  know, 
If  Jesus  we  obey  : 

That  is  the  place  where  we  shall  go, 
If  found  in  wisdom's  way. 

4  Soon  will  our  earthly  race  be  run, 
Our  mortal  frame  decay; 
Parents  and  children,  one  by  one, 
Must  die  and  pass  away. 

5  Great  God !  impress  this  solemn  thought, 
To-day,  on  every  breast ; 

That  both  the  teachers  and  the  taught 
May  enter  to  thy  rest. 


$2 
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217. 


[P.  159,  n.  10SS.] 


1  Around  the  throne  of  Gcd  in  heaven 
Thousands  of  children  stand, — 
Children,  whose  sins  are  all  forgiven, 
A  holy,  happy  band 

2  What  brought  them  to  that  world  above, 
That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair, 
Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  ? 
How  came  those  children  there? 

3  Because  the  Saviour  shed  his  blood 
To  wash  away  their  sin  : 

Bathed  in  that  pure  and  precious  flood, 
Behold  them  white  and  clean. 

4  On  earth   they  sought  their  Saviour's 

grace, 
On  earth  they  loved  his  name  : 
So  now  they  see  his  blessed  face. 
And  stand  before  the  Lamb. 


OAK.       6s  &  4s. 


Oh,  how  they  sweetly  sing, 
"Worthy  is  our  Saviour  King! 
Loud  let  his  praises  ring, 
Praise,  praise  for  aye. 

Come  to  that  happy  land, — 

Come,  come  away ; 
Why  will  ye  doubting  stand, 

Why  still  delay  ? 
Oh !  we  shall  happy  be, 
"When  from  sin  and  sorrow  free : 
Lord,  we  shall  live  with  thee, 

Blest,  blest  for  aye ! 

Bright,  in  that  happy  land, 

Beams  every  eye ; 
Kept  by  a  Father's  hand, 

Love  can  not  die  : 
Oh,  then  to  glory  run  ! 
Be  a  crown  and  kingdom  won ; 
And  bright,  above  the  sun, 

We  reign  for  aye  ! 


OTTO.       O.  M. 
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218.  [P-  245,  II.  1259.] 

1  There  is  a  happy  land, 

Far,  far  away, 
Where  saints  in  glory  stand, 
Bright,  bright,  a*  day  ; 
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219.  [P.  215,  n.  1260.] 

1  When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 
To  mansions  in  the  skies, 

I  bid  farewell  to  every  fear, 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 
And  hellish  darts  be  hurled, 

Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come. 
And  storms  of  sorrow  fall; 

May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all, — 

•i  There  shall  I  bathe  my  weary  soul 
In  seas  of  heavenly  rrst. 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 
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[P.  1S9,  H.  1261.] 


1  TVe  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  blest, 
That  country  bo  bright  and  so  fair, 


And  oft  are  its  glories  confessed  : 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there ! 


3  We  speak  of  its  pathways  of  gold, 
Its  walls  decked  with  jewels  so  rare, 
Its  wonders  and  pleasures  untold  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  I 

3  We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin, 
From  sorrow,  temptation,  and  care, 
From  trials  without  and  within  : 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there ! 

•i  "We  speak  of  its  service  of  love, 
The  robes  which  the  glorified  wear, 
The  church  of  the  first-born  above ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there ! 

5  Do  thou,  Lord,  'mid  sorrow  and  woe, 
Still  for  heaven  my  spirit  prepare, 
And  shortly  I  also"  shall  know, 
And  fee],  what  it  is  to  be  there. 


SELECTIONS    FOR    CHANTING. 


CHANT. 


Pcr.CELL. 


1  The  heavens  declare  the  |  glory 

God; 
And  the    firmament  |  showeth   •   his  | 
handy  |  work. 

2  Day  unto  day  uttereth  speech,  and  night 

unto  |  night  showeth  |  knowledge. 
There  is  no  speech  nor  language,  where 
their  |  voice —  |  is  not  |  heard. 

3  Their  line  is  gone  out  through  |  all  the  | 

earth, 
And  their  words  to  the  |  end —  |  of  the  | 
world. 

4  In  them  hath  he  set  a  tabernacle  |  for 

the  |  sun, 
Which  is  as  a  bridegroom  coming  out 
of  his  chamber,  and  rejoiceth  as  a 
strong  |  man  to  |  run  a  |  race. 

5  His  going  forth  is  from  the  end  of  the 

heaven,  and  his  circuit  unto  the 
|  ends—  |  of  it ; 
And  there  is  nothing  |  hid  •  from  the  | 
heat  there-  |  of. 

6  The  law  of  the  Lord  is  perfect,  con-  | 

verting  •  the  |  soul : 
The  testimony  of  the  Lord  is  sure,  ] 
making  |  wise  the  |  simple. 

7  The  statutes  of  the  Lord  are  right,  re-  | 

joicing  .  the  |  heart : 
The  commandment  of  the  Lord  is  | 
pure,  en-  |  lightening  .  the  |  eyes. 

8  The  fear  of  the  Lord  is  clean,  en-  |  dur- 

ing .  for-  |  ever  : 
The  judgments  of  the  Lord  are  true 
and  |  righteous  |  alto-  |  gether. 

9  More  to  be  desired  are  they  than  gold, 

yea,  than  |  much  fine  |  gold : 


Sweeter  also  than  honey  |  and  the  | 
honey-  |  comb. 

10  Moreover  by  them  is    thy  j  servant  | 

warned : 
And  in  keeping   of  them  |  there  is  | 
great  re-  |  ward. 

11  Who  can  under-  |  stand  his  |  errors  ? 
Cleanse  thou  |  me  from  |  secret  |  faults. 

12  Keep  back  thy  servant  also  from  pre- 

sumptuous sins  ;  let  them  not  have 
do-  |  minion  |  over  me ; 
Then  shall  I  be  upright,  and  I  shall  be 
innocent  |  from  the  |  great  trans-  | 
gression. 

13  Let  the  words  of  my  mouth,   and  the 

meditation  of  my  heart,  be  accept- 
able |  in  thy  |  sight, 
0  Lord,   my  |  Strength,   and  |  my  Re- 
|  deemer. 


1  The  Lord  |  is  my  |  shepherd ; 
I  |  shall—  |  not—  |  want. 

2  He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  |  green —  | 

pastures  : 
He  leadeth  me  be-  |  side  the  |  still—  | 
waters. 

3  He  re-  |  storeth  .  my  |  soul : 

He  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  righteous- 
ness |  for  his  |  name's —  |  sake. 

4  Yet,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley 

of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will  j  fear 
no  |  evil ; 
For  thou  art  with  me  ;  thy  rod  and  thy  J 
stiff  they  |  comfort  |  me. 

5  Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me  in  the 

presence  |  of  mine  |  enemies  : 
Thou  anointest  my  head  with  oil ;  my  | 
cup —  |  runneth  |  over. 

6  Surely  goodness  and  mercy  shall  follow 

me  all  the  |  days  of  ■  my  |  life ; 
And  I  will  dwell"  in    the  |  house   .   of 
the  |  Lord  for-  |  ever. 
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CHANT. 


Tallis. 


3. 

1  God  be  merciful  unto  |  us,  and  |  bless 

us; 
And  cause  bis  |  face  to  |  shine  |  upon  us. 

2  That  thy  way  may  be  |  known  up-on  | 

earth, 
Thy    saving  |  health  a-  |  mong  all  |  na- 
tions. 

3  Let  the  people  praise  |  thee,  O  |  God; 
Let  |  all  the  |  people  |  praise  thee. 

4  Oh  let  the  nations  be  glad  and  |  sing 

for  |  joy : 
For  thou  shalt  judge  the  people  right- 
eously, and  govern  the  |   nations  | 
upon  earth. 

5  Let  the  people  praise  |  thee,  O  |  God ; 
Let  |  all  the  |  people  |  praise  thee. 

6  Then  shall  the    earth  yield   |   her  |  in- 

crease ; 
And  God,  even  |  our  own  |  God,  shall  | 
bless  us. 

7  God  |  shall—  |  bless  us ; 

And  all  the  ends  of  the  |  earth  shall  | 
fear—  1  him. 

4. 

1  I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  |  unto  the  | 

hills, 
From  |  whence —  |  cometh  -  my  |  help. 

2  My  help  cometh  |  from  the  |  Lord, 
Which  |  made —  |  heaven  .  and  |  earth. 

3  He  will  not   suffer  thy  |  foot  .  to  be  | 

moved : 
He  that  |  keepeth  .  thee  |  will    not  | 
slumber. 

4  Behold,  he  that  keepeth  |  Isra  |  el 
Shall  neither  |  slumber  |  nor —  |  sleep. 

5  The  Lord  |  is  thy  |  keeper : 

The  Lord  is  thy  shade  up-  |  on  thy  | 
right —  |  hand. 
G  The  sun  shall  not  |  smite  thee  .  by  |  day 
Nor  the  |  moon —  |  by —  |  night. 

7  The  Lord  shall  preserve  thee  from  | 

all—  |  evil ; 
He  |  shall  pre-  |  serve  thy  |  soul. 

8  The  Lord  shall  preserve  thy  going  out 

and  thy  |  coming  |  in 
From  this  'time  forth,  and  |  even  •  for  | 
ever-  I  more. 


CHANT. 


Dr.  Turner. 
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1  On,  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord;  for  | 

he  is  |  good  : 
For   his  |  mercy  .  en-  |  dureth  .  for-  j 
ever. 

2  Oh,   give  thanks  unto  the  |  God    of  [ 

gods : 
For  his  |  mercy  .  en-  [  dureth  •  for-  | 
ever 

3  Oh,  give  thanks  to  the  [  Lord  of  |  lord* : 

For  his  |  mercy  .  en-  |  dureth  .  for-  | 
ever. 

4  To  him  who  alone  |  doeth  .  great  |  won- 

ders :  | 
For    his  |  mercy  .  en-  ]  dureth  .  for-  | 
ever. 

5  To  him  that  by  wisdom  |  made  the  J 

heavens : 
For  his  |  mercy  .  en-  |  dureth  .  for-  | 
ever. 

6  To  him  that  stretched  out  the  earth  a-  ] 

bove  the  |  waters  : 
For   his  |  mercy  .  en-  |  dureth  .  for-  | 
ever. 

7  To  him  that  |  made  great  |  lights  : 

For  his  |  mercy  .  en-  |  dureth  .  for-  | 
ever. 

8  The  sun  to  |  rule  by  |  day : 

For   his  |  mercy  .  en-  |  dureth  .  for-  | 
ever. 

9  The  moon  and  stars  to  |  rule  by  |  night: 
For   his  |  mercy  .  en-  |  dureth  .  for-  | 

ever, 
j  10  "Who    remembered  us    in    our  |  lovf 
es-  |  tate : 
For    his  |  mercy  .  en-  |  dureth  .  for-  | 
ever. 

11  And  hath  redeemed  us  [  from  our  |  en 
emies : 
For   his  |  mercy  .  en-  |  dureth  .  for-  | 
ever. 

13  Who  giveth  food  to  [  all—  [  flesh  : 

For   his  |  mercy  .  en-  |  dumb  .  for-  J 
ever. 

13  Oh,  give  thanks  unto  the  |  God  of  [ 
"heaven  : 
For   his  J  mercy  .  en-  |  dureth  .  for-  | 
ever. 
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